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| Seepe ego langes | 
Cantando puerum memini me condere ſoles. Vis. 


IMITATION. 
Right well I call to mind 
When (yet a Boy) whole ſuns and lengthen'd days 
I oft employ'd in chaunting ſylvan lays. 
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- THE TRANCESS ELIZABETH : 


* . El Ld 
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A BALLAD ALLUBING ro A STORY xtcokber or 
HER, WHEN" SHE WAS'PRISONER' A T 
WOODSTOCK, 1564s. ,: 


WI L L'you hear how once repining 
Great Eurza captive lay? * 
Each ambitious thought reſigningg, 

Foe to riches; pomp, and fway 77 


While the nymphs and -fwains delighted---.! 
Tript around in all their pride; 1890 
Envying joys by others ſlighted. 1 1 
Thus the royal maiden cry: 

B 2 


" tones, BALLADS, &c. 


« Bred on plains, or born in vallies, - 
Who would bid thoſe ſcenes adieu ? 
Stranger to the arts of malice, ._ 


25 - - Cenfure neyer taught to bear: Y 
Love is all the ſhepherd's pleaſure; 
Love is all the dimſel's care. 
How can they of humble ſtation / | | 
Vainly blame the powers above? 
| Which allows them all to love 


| Pow'r nor chanes cat theſe reſtrain ; * 
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7:8 


Peers can no ſuch charms diſcover, Lad NH 
All in ſtars and garters dreſt. | 
As, on Sundays, does che lover 

Wich his noſegay on his breaſt. 


Fops may uſe the ſanie allufion ; 
But the ſhephetd is fincere../ | +. 


Hark to yonder milk-maid fingiig 
Cheerly o'er the brimming pati; 
Cowſlips:all-arcund/her ſptinging 


| Move ſo ſprightly, look ſo fair; 
Never breaſt with jewels laden 
Pour a ſong fo void of care. 
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so, BALLADS, &c. 


Would indulgent heav'n had granted Þ " 


All che empire 1 had wanted. 


Then had been my ſhepherd's heart. 

Then, with him, o'er hills and mountains, 
Free from fetters, might I rove: | 

Fearleſs taſte the cryſtal fountains ; 


Ruſtics had been more forgiving ; 
Partial to my virgin bloom : 

None had envy'd me when living ; 
None had triumph'd o'er my tomb.” 
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Nerine Galatea | thymo miki dulcior Hyble / 
Candidior cygms / hederd formoſior alba 


IMITATION, 


O Galatea, Nereus* blooming child, 
More ſweet than thyme by Hybla bees exhal'd, 
Fairer than ſwans, more beauteous to behold 
Than ivy's pureſt white. | | 
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. ptpletant or 
With every pleaſing ray: 
And flocks reviving felt no more 
The ſultry heats of day : 
. 


* HYBLA—a mountain in Sicily, famous for producing the 
fineſt honey. | | 
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50NG8, n Ke. 


tia Gettin re e 


Soft warbled Srazrnox's tongue; 
He bleſt the ſcene, he bleſt the hour, 


While Naxcr's praiſe & ſing. 


wet fops with fickle 0 range 
While weeping-maids lament their change, 
And ſadden every grove : 


But endleſs ble.*ngs crown the day 
I faw fair Esnam's dale! 

And every bleſſing find its way 

| To Naner of the Vale. 


'Twas from Avona's banks the'maid 
Diffus'd her lovely beams ; 
And every ſhining glance diſplay d 
Tlbe naiad'of the f. 
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That float ot Avon's tidey | 
Bright as the water. lg ſprungß 
And glittering near its fide. Rune? 


Freſh as the bordering. flowers, her bloom; 
Her eye, all mild to vie ;,; 
en Poon 67 2vort © 
Was never half ſo blue. 2 


So taper, ſtrait, and fair; 


ere Vale retir'd, 
This peerleſs bud I found 
And ſhadowing rocks, and woods confpir'd 
To fence her beauties round; © WS Err, 


sons, BALLADS, &c. %: 


Should form a nymph ſo ſweet! 


Or fortune to her ſecret cell 


Conduct my wandering et! 


Gay lordlings ſought her for their bride, 
But ſhe would ne'er incline : 

« Prove to your equals true, ſhe cry'd, 
As I will prove to mine. 


»Tis STREPHON, on the mountain's brow; / 
Has won my right good-will ; 

To him I gave my plighted vow, 
With him I'll climb the hill,” 


Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 


I claſp'd the conſtant fair ; 
To; her alone I gave my youth, 
And vow my future care. 


p ' 
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$0NGCs, BALLADS, &c. 


And when this vow ſhall faithleſs prove, 
or 1 thoſe'charms forego ; 

The ſtream that ſaw our tender love, 
That ſtream ſhall ceaſe to flow. 


Fd R 
 ANACREONTIC, 498, 


'Twa S in a cool Aonian glade, 
The wanton Curio, ſpent with toil, 
Had ſought refreſhment from the ſhade ; 
And ſtretch d him on the moſſy foil. 


A vagrant muſe drew nigh, and found 
The ſubtle traitor taſt aſleep ; 

And is it thine to ſnore profound, 
She ſaid, yet leave the world to weep ? 


% 


sons; -BALLADs,-&c; 


But buſt——2-ifrow thi eufpicitis hols, 
The world, I ween, may teſt in peace; 
And robb'd.of darts, and ſtript of pow'r, . 
Thy pecviſh/petulanceidetreaſe.”\. :. 


Sleep on, poor child! whilſt I withdraw, 
And this thy vile artillery hide— 
When the Caſtalian fount ſhe ſaw, 
And plung'd his arrows in the tide. 


That magic fount—ill.judging md: 
Shall cauſe you ſoon to curſe the day 

You dar'd the ſhafts of love invade ; 
And gave his arms redoubled ſway. 


For in a ſtream ſo wonderous clear, 
When angry Cur in ſearches round, 

Will not the radiant points appear ? 

Will not the furtive ſpoils be found ? 


3 BALLAD8,” &c. 


Too ſoon'they' were; and every dart, 
Dipt in themiuſe's myſtic ſprin g 
Acquir'd new force io wound tlie heart; 
And taught at once to love ind ſing - 


Then farewell ye Pierian quis: 
eee ee ee 1 

From NR Pa” 4b 
And echo aſks no ſweeter ſug -/ | 


= * 


SONGS, 
WRITTEN CHIEFLY BETWEEN THE Ins 


1737 AND 1742. 8 A 
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1 TOLD my nymph, I told her true, 
My ee ee 
Tat Fa fight wt ros. 4 * 
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Ad Nes, BALLADS;: &c. 


And vagrant ſheep that left my fold: 
And is not FLAvIA then mcg bur 


How chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 

The friends I lov'd became unkind,” + 

She heard, and ſhed generous tear; 
| And is not FrAvIA then fincere ? 


How, if ſhe deign'd my love to bleſs, 
My Fravia muſt not hope for dreſs ; 

This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 

And FLiavia ſure muſt be ſincere. 


3 11 
Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwains, 
Go reap the plenty of your plains ; 
Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, 


Wh I know my Fiavia's love ſincere. 


* 


4 
zones, BALLAD3Sy &c. 1 
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THE . LANDSCAPE, 


H OW pleas'd within my native bowers 
Ere while I paſs'd the day! 
Was ever ſcene ſo deck'd with flowers ? 
Were ever fowers ſo gay ? 


How:fwdetly-Gnily the kil.thewakes 2 K 
And all the landſcape round! 
The river gliding down the dale! - 


The hill with beeches crown'd! . 


But now, when urg'd by tender woes 
I ſpeed to meet my dear, 

That hill and ſtream my zeal oppoſe, - + 
And check my fond career. 
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4 Their wonted charms I fee: 
1 | Divide my love and me. 8 
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That rule 6'er every Britiſh mind; 


In unremitting ſighs away : 


To mourm the night's oppreſſive gloom, 
And faintly bleſs the riſing diy. 
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$ONGs; BALLAD8S, &c, 


And cruel twere a free-born ſwain, 0 

A Britiſh youth ſhould vainly moan; 
Who, ſcoruful of a tyrant's chain, 

Submits to yours, and yours alone. 05 


Nor pointed ſpear, nor links of ſteel, 
Could &er thoſe gallant minds ſubdue, 
Who beauty's wounds with pleaſure feel, 


SONG wu. 


THE S8SKY-LARK, 


Go, tuneful bird, that glad'ſt the ſkies, 
To Darunz's window ſpeed thy way; 
And there on quiv'ring pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. 


Vor. II, a 


sos, BALLADS, &c. 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, _ 

Tell her the ſounds that ſooth her ear, 
To Dauox's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array d, 

The bird from Indian groves may ſhine ; 
But aſk the lovely partial maid, 
What are his notes compar'd to thine ? 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 

And all his flaunting race with ſcorn ; 
And lend an ear to DamoNn's woe, 

Who fings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 
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0h, BALLADS,: &c. 


SONG v. 


Ah ! ego non aliter triſtes evincere 'morbos 


 Optarem, quam te fic quoque velle putem. 


IMITATION: 


Why ſhould I wiſh to baniſh ſore diſeaſe, 
Unleſs returning health my Dx 114 pleaſe ? 


Om every tree, in every plain, 
I trace the jovial ſpring in vain ! 
A ſickly languor veils mine eyes, 
And faſt my waning vigour flies. 


Nor flow'ry plain, nor budding tree, 


That ſmile on others, ſmile on me; 


Mine eyes from death ſhall court repoſe, 
Nor ſhed a tear before they cloſe, 
C 2 
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$ONGs,” BALLADS, &c. 


What bliſs to me can ſeaſons bring ? 


Or, what the needleſs pride of ſpring ? 
The cypreſs bough, that ſuits the  bier, 
Retains its verdure all the year. 

'Tis true, my vine ſo freſh and fair 
Might claim awhile my wonted care ; 


My rural ſtore ſome pleaſure yield; 


So white a flock, * 


My friends, that each in kindneſs vie, 


Might well expect one parting ſigh; | 
Might well demand one tender tear; 


Far hens Dower inf? 


But ere I aſk once more to view © 
Yon ſetting ſun his race renew, 
Inform me, ſwains; my friends, declare, 
Will pitying Dz114 join the prayer? 


zones, BALLADS, Ke. 21 


SONG VI. 


THE ATTRIBUTE OF VENUS, 


| Yes: FurLv1a is like Venvs fair; 
Has all her bloom, and ſhape, and air: 
But ſtill, to perfect ev'ry grace, 

She wants—the ſmile upon her face. 


The crown majeſtic Juno wore, 

And CyNnTH#1a's brow the creſcent bore, 
An helmet mark'd M1xzxva's mien, 
But ſmiles diſtinguiſh'd beauty's queen. 


Her train was form'd of ſmiles and loves, 
Her chariot drawn by gentleſt doves ! 

And from her zone, the nymph may find 
'Tis beauty's province to be kind. 
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$ONG8, ALTA Ds, &c. 
Then ſmile, my fair; and all whoſe aim k 
Aſpires to paint the Cyprian dame, 
Or bid her breathe in living ſtone, 
Shall take their forms from you alone. 


SONG VII 744. 


Tux lovely De £14 ſmiles again ! 
That killing frown has left her brow : 


Can ſhe forgive my jealous pain, 
And give me back my angry vow ? 


Love is an April's doubtful day: 
Awhile we ſee the tempeſt low'r ; 
Anon the radiant heav'n ſurvey, 
And quite forget the flitting ſhow'r, 


tones, BALLADs, &c. 
The flow'rs, that hung their languid head, 
Are burniſh'd by the tranſient rains 
The vines their wonted tendrils ſpread, 
And double verdure gilds the plains. 


The ſprightly birds, that droop'd no leſs, 
Beneath the pow'r of rain and wind, 


In every raptur'd note, expreſs 
The joy I feel—when thou art kind. 


SONG VIII 1742. 


Wahurn bright Roxana treads the green, 
In all the pride of dreſs and mien; 

Averſe to freedom, love and play, 

The dazzling rival of the day : 

None other beauty ſtrikes mine eye, 

The lilies droop, the roſes die. 
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SONGS," BALLADS," GC, M 


But when, diſclaiming art, the fair 
Aſſumes a ſoft engaging air; 

Mild as the opening morn of May, 
Familiar, friendly, free und gay: 
The ſcene improves, where'er ſhe goes, 
More ſweetly ſmile the pink and roſe. 


0 lovely maid ! propitious hear, 
Nor deem thy ſhepherd inſincere; 
Pity a wild illuſive flame, 

That varies objects ſtill the ſame: 
And let their very changes prove 
The never-vary'd force of love. 


CY 


SONG. IX. 1943. 


VALENTINE's Dar. 


Tis ſaid that under diſtant ſkies, 
Nor you the fact den; 

What firſt attracts an Indian's eyes 
Becomes his deity. 


Perhaps a lily, or a roſe, - 
That ſhares the morning's ray, 
May to the waking ſwain diſcloſe 
The regent of the day. 


Perhaps a plant in yonder grove, 
Enrich'd with fragrant pow'r, 

May tempt his vagrant eyes to rove, 
Where blooms the ſov'reign flow'r. 


sons, BALLADS, &c. 


Perch'd on the cedar's topmoſt bough, 
And gay with gilded wings, 
Perchance, the patron of his vow, 
Some artles linnet ins. 
The ſwain ſurveys her pleas d, afraid, 
Then low to earth he bends ; 
And owns upon her friendly aid 
His health, his life depends. 


Vain futile idols, bird or flow'r, 
To tempt a votary's pray r 
How would his humble homage tow'r 
Should he behold my Fair! 


Yes—might the pagan's waking eyes, 
O'er FLavia's beauty range, 

He there would fix his laſting choice, 

Nor dare, nor wiſh to change. 


SONG X. 1743+ 


Th E fatal hours are wonderous near, 
That, from theſe fountains, bear my dear; 
A little ſpace is giv'n; in vain: 

She robs my fight, and ſhuns the plain. 


A little ſpace, for me to prove 

My boundleſs flame, my endlefs love; 
And like the train of vulgar hours, 
Invidious time that ſpace devours, 


Near yonder beech is Dz 1 14's way, 
On that I gaze the livelong day; 

No eaſtern monarch's dazzling pride 
Should draw my longing eyes aſide. 


zones, BALLADS, Ke. 
The chief, that knows of ſuccours nigh,” 
And fees his mangled legions die, 

Caſts not a more impatient glance, | 

To fee the loitering aids advance. 


Not more, the ſchool-boy that expires [1 
Far from his native home, requires 
To ſee ſome friend's familiar face, 

Or meet a parent's laſt embrace—— 


She comes—but ah ! what crowds of beaux 
In radiant bands my fair incloſe; 


Oh! better hadſt thou ſhun'd the green, 


Oh DzL114a! better far unſeen, _ 


Methinks, by all my tender fears, 
By all my ſighs, by all my tears, 

I might from torture now be free ü 
'Tis more than death to part from thee! 


ses, BALLADS; &c. Ta; 
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SONG XI. 1744 


Pzrnars it is not love, faid I, 
That melts my foul when Fiavia's nigh; 
Where wit and ſenſe like her's agree, 
One may be pleas'd, and yet be free. 


The beauties of her poliſh'd mind, 
It needs no lover's eye to find ; 
Might wiſh the gentle FLAvIA well. 


It is not love—averſe to bear 

The ſervile chain that lovers wear; 
Let, let me all my fears remove, 

My doubts diſpel— it is not love | 


» 


0, BALLADS, &c- 
Oh! when did wit ſo brightly ſhine 
In any form leſs fair than thine ? 
It is—it is love's ſubtle fire, 
And under friendſhip lurks deſire. 
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SONG XII. 1944+ 


O-zz deſert plains, and ruſhy meers, 
And wither'd heaths I rove; 

| Where tree, nor ſpire, nor cot appears, 

I paſs to meet my love. 


But tho' my path were damaſk'd oer 
With beauties e'er ſo fine ; 

My buſy thoughts would fly before 

Io fix alone—on thine, „ 


\ 
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zo, aA, & as 
No fi- erown d hills cou'd give delight. 
No palace pleaſe mine eye: 


Unmov'd, ſhould Eaſtern kings advance, 
Could I the pageant-ſee : 

Splendor might catch one ſcornful glance, 
Not ſteal one thought from thee, . 


SONG XIII. 


THE SCHOLAR'S RELAPSEs 


By the fide of a grove, at the foot of a hill, 
Where whiſper'd the beech, and where murmur'd the 
rill ; x 
I vow'd to the thuſes my time and my care, 
Since neither could win me the ſmiles of my fair, 
*. 
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32 | *. --$ONC$, BALLADS, c. * 


Free I rant d like che birds, like the birds free I ſung, 

And Dz114's lov'd name ſcarceeſcap'd from my tongue 
But if once a ſmooth accent delighted my ear; 
I ſhould wiſh; unawares, that my Dz114 might hear. 


With faireſt ideas my- boſom I ftor'd, . 

Allufive to none but the nymph I ador'd! 

And the more I with ſtudy my fancy refin'd, 
The deeper impreſſion ſhe made on my mind, 


So long as of nature the charms I purſue, - 
I till muſt my Dx TLIAꝰs dear image renew: 
The graces have yielded with Dx 11a to rove, 
And the muſes are all in alliance with love. 


1 | 
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SONG XIV. 


THE 'ROSE=-BU DD. 


SEE. Darunx, fee, Fons LTO cry'd, 
And learn the fad effefts of pride; 

Von ſhelter'd roſe, how ſafe conceal'd l 
How quickly blaſted, when reveal'd! - 


Tempts it to wanton in the blaze: 
A gale ſucceeds from Eaſtern ſkies, 
And all its bluſhing radiance dies. , 10 


$0 you, my fair, of charms divine, 
Will quit the plains, 100 food to Mig 


Where fame's tranſporting rays allure, 
Tho? here more happy, more ſecure, 
Vol. II. 'D 
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34 ._ _ $ONGs8,” BALLADS, '&c. 
The breath of ſome neglefted maid 
Shall make you ſigh you left the ſhade ; 
A breath to beauty's bloom unkind, 
As to the roſe, an Eaſtern wind. 


The nymph reply'd—You firſt, my da 
1 Confine your ſonnets to the plain; | 
I" One envious tongue alike diſfarms, | 

I | You, of your wit, me, of my charms. 


What is, unknown, the poet's {kill ? 
Or what, unheard, the tuneful thrill? 
What, unadmir'd, 'a charming mien, - 
Or what the roſe's bluſh, unſeen ? 


$ONGs, BALLADS, &c. 


SONG XV, 
WINTER. 1740, 


No more, ye warbling birds, rejoice 
Of all that cheer'd the plain, 

Echo alone preſerves her voice, 
And ſhe——repeats my pain. 


Where'er my love-ſick limbs I lay, 
To ſhun the ruſhing wind, 

Its buſy murmur ſeems to ſay, 
© She never will be kind!“ 


The naiads, o'er the frozen urns, 
In icy chains repine ; 
And each in ſullen filence mourns © 
Her freedom loſt, like mine ! 
D 2 


86 sons, BALLADS, &c. 


Sbon will the ſun's returning rays 
The cheerleſs froſt controul ; 
When will relenting Dz 114 chaſe 

The winter of my ul 


SONG XVI. 


DAPHNE'S VISIT. 


. 
With melting lay ſalute my love: 

My Dar xxx with your notes detain: : 
Or I have rear'd my grove in vain: * 


Ye flow'rs | before her footſteps riſe ; 

| Diſplay at once your brighteſt dyes ; 
That ſhe your opening charms may fee : 
Or what were all your charms to me? 


sons, ALIAS, &c. 
Kind Zephyr I bruſh each fragrant flow'r, 
And ſhed its odours round my bow'r : 


Or never more, O gentle wind, 
* from thee, refreſhment find. | | 


Ye ſtreams! if e'er your banks I lov'd, A 
If e' er your native ſounds improv d, 
May each ſoft murmur ſooth my fair: 
Or oh ! 'twill derpen my deſpair. 


And thou, my groe! whoſe lonely: bounds 
May Darans praiſe thy peaceful gloom; 
Or thou ſhalt prove her Danon's tomb. 


\ 


38  - 8ONG$, BALLADs, &c. 


SONG XVII 


max 
WRITTEN IN A COLLECTION OF BACCHANALIAN 
| sos. 


Aoizy, ye jovial youths, who join 
To plunge old care in floods of wine ; 
And, as your dazzled eye-balls roll, 
Diſcern him ſtruggling in the bowl. 


Nor yet is hope ſo wholly flown, 
Nor yet is thought ſo tedious grown, 
But limpid ſtream and ſhady tree 
Retain, as yet, ſome ſweets for me. 
And ſee, thro* yonder filent grove, 
See yonder does my Darnne rove ; 
With pride her footſteps I purſue, 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 


* 
—w 
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once, BALLADS; K.. 39 
The ſole confuſion I admire, | 
Is that my Dayunz's eyes inſpire : | 
I ſcorn the madneſs you approve, 
And value reaſon next to love. 


son xvi. 


IMITATED FROM THE FRENCH« | 


Yes, theſe are the ſcenes where with In1s I ſtray d, 
But ſhort was her ſway for ſo lovely a maid ! | 

In the bloom of her youth to a cloyſter ſhe run ; 

In the bloom of her graces, too fair for a nun! 

Ill grounded, no doubt, a devotion muſt prove, 

So fatal to beauty, ſo killing to love! 


WV... 
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40 SONGS, BALLADS, &c. 


Yes, theſe are the meadows, the ſhrubs and the plains, 
Once the ſcene-of my pleaſures, the ſcene of my pains ; 
How many ſoft moments 1 ſpent-in this grove ! 

How fair was my nymph; and how-fervent my love ! 
Be ſtill tho', my heart! thine emotion give o'er ; 
Remember, the ſeaſon of love is no more. | 


Wich her how I ſtray'd amid fountains and bow'rs 

Or loiter'd behind and collected the flow'rs! 

Then breathleſs with ardor my fair one purſu' d, 

And to think with what kindneſs my garland ſhe view'd! 
But be ſtill, my fond heart! this emotion give oer! 

Fain wouldſt thou forget thou-muſt love ber no mare. 
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 JEMMY DAWSON, 


A BALLAD 3 WRITTEN ABOUT THE TIME OP HIS 
EXECUTION, IN THE YEAR 1745s 


Comes liſten to my mournful tale, 
Ve tender hearts and lovers dear; ; 
Nor will you ſcorn: to heave a ſigh, 

Nor need you bluſh-to ſhed a tear. 


And thou, dear Krrry, peerleſs maid; 3 
Do thou a penfive ear incline; 
For thou canſt weep at every woe; 
And pity every plaint—but mine. 


Young Dawsow was a gallant boy, 
A brighter never trod the plain; 

And well he lov'd one charming maid, 
And dearly was he lov'd again. 


— 
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One tender maid, ſhe lov'd him dear, 
Of gentle blood the damſel came; 
And faultleſs was her beauteous form, 
we” And ſpotleſs was her virgin fame. 
But curſe on party's hateful ſtrife, | 
| That led the favor d youth aſtray ; 
The day the rebel clans appear'd, 
| © had he never ſeen that day! 


Their colours, and their ſaſh he wore, 
And in the fatal dreſs was found ; 
And no h muſt that death-andure, 
Which gives the brave the keeneſt wound. | 


How pale was then his true-love's cheek, 
When Jauuv's ſentence reach'd her ear! 
For never yet did Alpine ſnows _ , 
So pale, or yet ſo chill appear. | 


* 
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sos, BALLADS, &c. 43 

With faultering voice, ſhe weeping ſaid,  () - 

O Dawson, monarch of my heart; | 
For thou and I will never part. 


Yet might ſweet mercy find a place, 
And bring relief to Januncy's woes ; 
O Grone, without a pray'r for thee, 
My oriſons ſhould never cloſe. 


Would crown a never-dying flame ; | 6 
And every tender babe I bore. | . 
Should learn to liſp the giver's name. 


But tho? he ſhould be dragg'd in con 

To yonder ignominious tree: 
He ſhall not want one conſtant friend . 
To ſhare the cruel fates! decree. 


44 sons, ALTA Ds, cc. 7 16 5 


O then her mourning coach was call d, 
The fledge mov d ſowly on before; 
Tho! borne in a triumphal ca, ö 


She follow d him, prepar d to vie 
| The terrible beheſts of law; 

And the laſt ſcene of Jenny's woes, 
Wich calm and ſtedfaſt eye ſhe ſaw, 


Diſtorted was that blooming face, 
Which ſhe had fondly lov'd-ſo-long ; 

And ſtifled was that tuneful breath, 
Which in her praiſe had ſweetly ſung. 


And ſever'd was thiat beauteous neck, 
Round which her arms had fondly clos'd ; 

q And mangled was that beauteous breaſt, 

1 On which her love-ſick head repos'd : 


3 | 
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For tho? it could its king forget, I 


Tuns true and loyal ſtill to her, 


Amid thoſe unrelenting flames, 
She bore this conſtant heart to ſee ; 
But when 'twas moulder'd into duſt, 
Yet, yet, ſhe cry'd, I follow thee. 


My death, my death alone can ſhew 
The pure, the laſting love I bore; 
Accept, O heaven! of woes like ours, 
And let us, let us weep no more, 


The diſmal ſcene was o'er and paſt, 


The lover's mournful hearſe retir'd; 
The maid drew back her languid bead, 
And ſighing forth his name, expir'd. 


LORD 
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The tea my Kirrv ſheds, is due; 
For ſeldom ſhall ſhe hear a tale | 
4 So ſad, ſo tender, yet ſo true, 


A PASTORAL BALLAD, 
IN FOUR PARTS. _ 


WRITTEN 1743. 


rv humuleſque myriæ. Vine. 
EXPLANATION. | 


Groves and oy ſhrubs. 


I. ABSENCE. 


* 


Ys ſhepherds ſo cheerful and gay, 
Whole flocks never careleſdly rom L 
Should Con v DOs happen to ſtray, \ | 
| Oh! call the poor wanderers home. 
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dohet; BALLAD Ae. 
Allow me to muſe and to ſig, 
Nor talk of the change that ye find ; 
None once was ſo watchful as I'3 
I have left my dear PHyLL1s behind. * 


Now I know what it is to have ſtrove 
With the torture of doubt and defire ; 
What it is, to admire and to love, | 
And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah lead forth my flock in the mor, 
And the damps of each ev'ning repel 

Alas! I am faint and forlorn : | 
I have bade my dear Phy LL1s farewel. 


Since PHYLL1s vouchſaf id me a look, © 
I never once dreamt of ny vine, * 
May I loſe both my pipe and my crook, 
IF 1 knew of '#kid that was mine. 2 
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I priz'd every hour that went by, roll 
Beyond all that had pleas'd me before! 
But now they are paſt, and I ſigh; 
And I grieve that I priz'd them no more. 
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But why do I languiſh in vain ? ? 
Why wander thus penſively here ? 
Ohl why did I come from the plain, 


Where I fed on the ſmiles of my dear ? 
They tell-me, my favorite maid, 


When fore'd the fair nymph to forego, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart! 

Yet Ithought—but it might not be ſo— 
"Twas with pain that ſhedaw me depart. 


0s, BALLAD, Ge. 
She gaz'd, as Ilowly/withdrew;z{ | 
So ſweetly: ſhe bade me ade, 
I thought that ſhe bade me return- 


The pilgrim chat journies all di 
J uo0o viſit ſome far-diſtant ſnrine, 
If he bear but a relique aπ.y, 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remoy'd from the fairr. 
Where my vou, my devotion; I owe, 
Soft hops.is the.rlique L bW 


Ye 1. HOPE. 


My hte are furniſh'd wi wh vow, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to leep ; 

My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white-over with ſheep. 


Vor. II. Le; 
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I have watt with 16, b Ihe? 
Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with-moſs, | 
| Where the hare-bells and violets grow: 


Not a pine in my grove is there ſeen, | 
But with tendrils of woodbine is bound : 
Not a beech's more beautiful green, 
But a ſweet-briar 'entwines it around, 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 
More charms than my cattle unfold ; | 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 
„ gold · 


One would think ſhe might like to retire 
To the bow'r I have erer 
Not a ſhrub that 1 heard her adinire, © 

But I haſted and planted it there! 
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O how ſudden the jeſſamine ſtrove 
To prune the wild branches away. 


What ſtrains of wild melody flow !. | 5 
How the nightingales warble their loves 
From thickets of roſes that blow ! 

And when her bright form ſhall appear, 
In a concert ſo ſoft and ſo clear, | 


I have found out a gift for my fair; 
I have found where the wood-pigeons breed : 
But let me that plunder forbear, ., 
She will ay 'twas a barbarous deed. Es 
E 2 | | 


— von, BALLADS, &c. 


For he ne'er could'be true, ſhe aver'd, 

| Who could rob a poor bird'of /its-young : 
And I lov'd her the more, when F heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue: 


I have heard her with ſweetneſs unfold 
How that pity was due to- dove: 
That it ever attended the bold; | 
And ſhe call'd it the ſiſter of loves 
But her words fuch a pleaſure convey; 


qy_— — 5 —ᷣL— 


So much I her accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe'fay, _ 
Methinks I ſhould love — 


Can : a boſom ſo gentle remain 
Unmov'd, when her Coxypon fighs! 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 
| Theſe plains and this valley deſpiſe ? 


A on A 


Dear regions of filence and ſhade! 
If aught, in her abſence, could pleaſe, 


But where does my PuYII IDA ſtray ? 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the face of the valleys as fine; - 
The fwains may in manners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine. 


C—— . — — — — _—_ — 
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III. SOLICITUDE. OY 


Wav will you my paſſion reprove? 
Why term it a folly to grieve? , 
Ere I ſhew you the charms of my love; 
She is fairer than you can believe, 
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sous, BALLADS, &c. 


Wich þ her mien ſhe enamours the brave; WT 


— ⏑—E—— ee et —— p at A. — —AE—ũ. — 


With her wit ſhe engages the free; / 
With her modeſty pleaſes the grave; 


en hepa # "Wn 


She is ev. way pleaſing to me. 


O you that have been of ber tin, 


Come and join in my amorous lays; 


I could lay down my life for the ſwain, 


That will ſing but a ſong in her praiſe, 
When he ſings, may the nymphs of the town 

Come trooping, and liſten the while; 
Nay on him let not PxYIL TI DA frown; 

But I cannot allow her to ſmile. 


For when PAR IDE T tries in the dance 
Any favor with PuyLi1s to find, 

O how, with one trivial glance,” © 
Might 3 — the peace of my mind! 
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In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, - 
And his pipe - oh may Puxrris beware * 

Of — — 
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Ti his wich mock paſſion to,glow 3: 
"Tis his in ſmooth: tales to unfold, | 
How her face is as bright as the no 
And her boſom, be ſure, is as cold. 
How the nightingales labour the ſtrain, 
Wich the notes of his charmer to vie; 
How they vary their accents in vain, | 


To the grove or the garden he ſtrays,” - | | 
And pillages every ſweet 3 - 

Then, ſuiting the wreath to his lays, - 
He throws it at PUTLLIS's fect. 
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« 0 Pay 11s, he whiſpers, more fair, ai 
What is eglantine, after a ſhow'r p 0 


Then the roſe is depriv'd of its bloom ; 


And the wood bins ive up thei perfume.” 
Thus glide the ſoft numbers along, 

And he fancies no ſhepherd his peer; 
et I never ſhould envy the ſong, 

Were not Pur ZL Is to lend it an ear. 


Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, | 


So Pay LL1s the trophy deſpiſe : | 
So they ſhine not in PuyLL18's eyes. | 


nN 


The language-that flows from the heart 
Is a ſtranget to Pax DEL tongue: 

et may ſhe beware of his art. 
Or fure I muſt envy the ſong. - ot 812556 


Ys ſhepherds give ear to my lay, 

And take no more heed of my ſheep : 
They have nothing to do but to tray ; 

I have nothing to do but to weep. © 
Yet do not my folly reprove 3” | | 

She was fair—and my paſſion begun; 
She ſmil'd—and I could not but love; 


CU III III 


She is faithleſs—and I am undone. - 


Perhaps I was void of all thought: 
Perhaps it was plain to foreſee, 
That a nymph ſo complete would be ſought 


By a ſwain more engaging than me. 
3 | 


” zones, BALLADS, &c. 


Ah! love ev'ry hope can inſpire z: 
It baniſhes wiſdom the while s 


She is faithleſs, and I am undone; 
Ye that witneſs the woes I endure, 

- Let reaſor-inſtruR you to ſunn 
What it cannot inſtru you to cure. 
Beware how you loiter in vin 
Amid nymphs of a higher degree: 

It is not for me to explain 
| How fair and how fickle they be. 


What hope of an end to my woes? 
When I cannot endure to forget 
The glance that undid my repoſe. 


son, BALLADS, &c. 


Yet time may diminiſh the pain: m oY 
The flow'r, and the ſhrub, and the tree, 

Which I rear'd for her pleaſure in vain, 
In time may have comfort for me. 


The ſweets of a dew-ſprinkled roſe, 
The ſound of a murmuring ſtream, 
The peace which from ſolitude floss,. 
Henceforth ſhall be Cox v DO theme: 
High tranſports are ſhewn to the ſight, 
But we are not to find them our own ; / 
Fate never beſtow'd ſuch delight, 
As I with my PIII Is had known. 


O ye woods, ſpread your branches apace: 
To your deepeſt receſſes I fly; 
1 would hide with the beaſts of the chaſe, | 
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Yet my reed ſhall yeſound he- the e 
With the ſame ſad complaint it begun; 
How fhe finil'd, and I. could not but lone 
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10 A. LADY OF. QUALITY, 


| FITTING UP HER LIBRARY» 1738. 


An! whit is ſcience, what is art, 
Or what the pleaſure theſe impart ? 

Ye trophies which the learn d purſue 
Through endleſs fruitlels toils, aden! 
To ſooth the miſeries they ſhew?. | | 
What, like the bliſs for him decreed, . 
Who tends his flock, and tunes his reed! 


. 9 


Sey, wretebed fancy | thus refin'd = 


Yet why, ATEN IA, tell us why 
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bees glad the penn, 
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Sages, with irkſome waſte of time, 


The ſteep aſcent of knowledge climb 


Then, from the tow'ring ah Aa 


Behold contentment range—the vale. 
C3 
We ſcorn the crowd, when you are nign; 


Why then does reaſons ſeem ſo Rü, 
Why learning then, deſerves our care 7 


— — — — 


= - <0 na” - 
"ys. ** FP 
6 —8 - 
— "IT — — po A == — ——— , + Ws 
= - — — — 


— 


> 


sos, BALLADS;' &c. 


While you ſo fair à proof unfelde. 
What force the brighteſt geniu draws 
From poliſh'd'wiſdom's written laws ? | 


' Where ao bür huttihler tasse own? 


What ſtrange perfection bids us own 


| That bliſs with toilſome ſcience dwells, 


And happieſt he, who moſt excels ? 


UPON A VISIT TO THE SAME | 


IN WINTER, 2748. 


On fair ASTER1A's bliGful plains, 
How pleas'd we paſs the winter's day; F 


And charm the dull-ey'd ſpleen away ! 


o, BALLADS, &c. 6 Wn 


No linnet; from the leafleſs bough, t 1 
Pos Metbv lie ben in tie i r. | 

But all admire AsTzx14's tongue, 
Nor wiſh the linnet's vernal ſong,” + 


No flows emit their tranſient rays: 

Yet ſure AsTzRx14's wit diſplays 

More various tints more glowing lines, | 
And with perennial beauty ſhines. '- 


Tho' rifled groves and fetter'd ſtreams - | | 
But ill befriend a poet's dreams: 
AsTER14A's preſence wakes the lyre; 


The fields have loſt their lovely dye ; 
No cheerful azure decks the ſky ! ! | 
Yet {till we bleſs the louring day; 5 
AsrEAIA ſmiles-and all is gay. 
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Hence let the muſs no more preſume. / - 

To blame the winter's dreary gloom ;; 

Accuſe his loit'ring houm no more; 
But ah ! their envious haſte deplore! 


For ſoon, from wit and friendſhip's reign, 
The ſocial hearth, the ſprightly vein, | 
1 goto meet the coming year, 
On ſavage plains, and deſerts drear ! 


Nor find the ſpring my loſs atone! 
But mid the flow'ry ſweets of May 
With pride recal this winter's day. 


2 WRYTTEN ix an", ", £ 
A FLOWER BQOK OF MY OWN COLOURING ; 


' DESIGNED FOR LADY ne 1753-4. 


1 * 


N ihe gnogin Hon. 
IMITATION. | * 


Conſtrutor of the tributary wreatn 
For rural maids, | THEE e 


BRINxc, Fron, bring thy treaſures here, 
The pride of all the blooming year; 
And let me, thence, a garland frame, 
To crown this fair, this peerleſs dame 
But ah! fince envious winter lours, 
And Hz wzII meads reſign their flow'rs, ö 
Let art and friendſhip's joint eſſay | | 
Diffuſe their flow fets in her way. 
Vor. II, "ASX 
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Not nature can, herſelf, prepare 
A worthy wreath for LzsB14's hair, 


Whole temper, like her forehead, ſmooth, 
| - Whoſethoughts and accents formid to ſooth, 


| Whole pleaſing mien, and make refin'd, 
Whole artleſs breaſt, and poliſh'd mind, 
From all the nymphs of plain-or-grove, 

Deſerv'd and won my PLymouTH's love 


, 
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uE DYING. KID. 


ma fugit— Vine, 


_ IMITATION» 


Ah! wretchedimortls wel-ourbeightelt days 


A. TEAR vedews ity Date dh, oh 
To think yon playful kid ie + | 
From eryſtal ſpring, and flow'ry mead, 
Muſt, in his prime of life; cy" 


Erewhile, in ſportive circles rounddd 
She ſaw him wheel, and friſk, and bound 
From rock to rock purlue his way, | 

F 2 


68 sokcs, BALLADS," &c. 


Pleas'd on his various freaks to dwell, 

She ſaw him climb my ruſtic cell; | 

Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright, 
And ſeem all raviſh'd at the fight, 


She tells, with what delight he ſtood, 
To trace his features in the flood : 
Then {kip'd aloof with quaint amaze; | ' 
And chen drew near again to ge. 
le flew, to hear my vocal reed; 
And how with critic face profound, 
And ſtedfaſt car, devour'd the ſound. 
is every frolic, light as air, 
"oy Deferves the gentle Dz 14's care; 
And tears bedew her tender eye, 
To think the playful kid muſt die,— | 
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C2 
— c 


But knows my Dz114, timely wiſe,” 


While violence and craft ſucceed 3 | 
Unfair deſign, and ruthleſs deed ! 
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Soon would the vine his wounds deplore, 
And yield her purple gifts no more; 

Ah ſoon, eras'd from every grove 

Were DzIIA's name, and Srakrnon's love. 


No more thoſe bow rs might Srazrnoh fee, 
Where firſt he fondly gaz'd on thee; 

No more thoſe beds of flow'rets find, 
Which for thy charming brows he twin'd. | 


His boſom, now ſo void of care; 1 
And, when they left his ebbing vein. 


1 sos, BALLADS, &c. 


Thas actin ate uation | 
That gave his life ſo ſhort a date: 
To think that youth ſo ſwiftly flies! | 
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Mur oe the werden benke of core: 
Does yonder halcyon ſpeed ſo faft 77 

'Tis all becauſe ſhe would not loſe 
Her fav'rite calm that will not laſt. 


The ſun with azure paints the ſkies, 

The ſtream refle&ts each flow'ry ſpray ; 

And frugal of her time ſhe flies 
To take her fill of love ind play. - 


20, BALLADS, &. 
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Deſcend, the cries, thou hated ſhow!r, , | | 
Deform my limpid waves to- day, 
For I have chole a fairer hut 

To take my fill of love and play. 
| You too, my Sr TVI, furs will om. 
Life's azure ſeaſons ſwiftly roll. 
And when our youth, or health is lawn,, /. 
To think of love but ſhocks che ſoul. 


As thou art Daxox'sonly theme; 
He'd fly as quick to DTA ams 
As yonder halcyon-ſkims the ſtream. 
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"VERSES 1 
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WRITTEN TOWARDS THE CLOSE OF THE YRAR 1748, 
TO WILLIAM LYTTELTON, ESQ. 


” 


Hownbiny nora 
How bright was every flow'r 4” 0 
While friends arriv'd, in REIT 
To viſit Danon's bow'r ! "TY 9 04 


But now, with filent ſtep, I range 
Along ſome lonely ſhore ; 

And Dauon's bow'r, alas the change! 
Is gay, with friends no more. | 


Away to crowds and cities borne © 
In queſt of joy they fteer ; 

Whilſt I, alas ! am left forlorny \ 
To weep the perting yer? 


40NG8,' BALLADS, &c. — 


O penſive Autumn! how I grieve 
Thy ſorrowing face to ee! 
When languid ſuns are taking leaves 


Ah let me not, with heavy eye, 
This dying ſcene ſurvey! 1 
Haſte, Winter, haſte ; uſurp the ſky ; + | 
Compleat my bow'r's decay. 
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Ill can I bear the-motley caſt 
Yon fickening leaves retain ; | 25 T 
That ſpeak at once of bee pal, 
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—— 
. 


* 
— 


x 
At home unbleſt, I gaze around, 
My diſtant ſcenes require; wr 
3 . 
Are hamlet, hill, and ſpire. u of - - 
3 
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Tho' — — O 

Inſpiring Autumn ſung z 

Vet ER lj eee 1 
That ſtopp'd his flowing tongue? . 


Ah luckleſo e | 
| To whoſe hard han it fell ::! 
For fun honas tha grade belt 


And ſee, the fwallows/\now-diſowni ' 10 
The roofs the lovꝰd before 
Each, like his tuneful genius; fioun 

| To glad ſome-happier-ſhoxe, 


The wood-nymph eyes, with pale affright, 
The ſportſman's frantic deed; 
To drown the mule's reed. 
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Ve fields with blighted herbage brenn, 
Ye ſkies no longer blue 
Too much we feel from fortune's-frown,. | 
| To bear theſe frowns from you. 


Where is the mead's unſullied green 7 

The zephyr's balmy gala??? 

Dung 4a 
That brighten'd every vale 7 T 


What tho! the vine diſcloſe. her dyes, 
Not all the vineyard's rich ſupplies. 
Can ſooth our ſorrous more. 


He! be is gone, wbale moral ſtrain 
Could wit and mirth reinem: 

He ! he is gone, hoſa {agial vein 
Surpaſs d the por of Mine. 
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In yon ſequeſtet'd grove, 
To him a votive urn I raiſe 3 - 
To him and friendly love. 


Ves chere, my friend] forlorn and fad, 


I grave your TwowusoN's name; 


And there, his lyre ; which fate forbad 


To ſound your growing fame. 


There ſhall my plaintive ſong recount 

| Dark themes of hopeleſs w 

And faſter than the dropping fount, 
I'll teach mine eyes to flow. 


There leaves, in fpite of Autumn green, 
Shall ſhade the hallow'd ground; 
And Spring will there again. be ſeen, \ 
To call forth flow'rs around. 
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a 1 x | 

But no kind ſuns will bid me ſhare, 
Once more, his ſocial hour ; 

Ah Spring! thou never canſt repair 
This loſs to Dao x's bow'r, » 


1 
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PIECES os HUMOUR. 


FLIRT AND PHIL; 


1 5 3 * þ | of = 


A DECISION PER THE | LADIES. 


© 
. * " N 


A wir, by leaving well refn'd," 
A beau, but of the rural kind, 

To S11v14a made pretences ; 
They both profeſs'd an equal love: 
Yet hop'd, by different means to move 


Her judgment, or har n 
. 11 ile 
Voung forightly Fiixr, of blooming mien, 
Watch'd the beſt minutes to be ſeen ; 
m 
While meagre Pu ir of books inquir'd ; 
A wight for wit and parts admir'd ; | 
And witty ladies priz'd him, 
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SILVIA had wit, had fpirits too; 
To hear the one, the other view, 
Suſpended held the ſcales: 
Her wit, her youth too, claim'd its hare, 
Let none the preference declare, A 
But turn up—beads or tails | 


* L . 


STANZ AS 


TO THE MEMORY OF AN AGREEABLE LADY, 
BURIED IN MARRIAGE TO A PERSON 
| | UNDESERVING HER, 


By ſage mankind, diſcreeter 
T* anticipate a leſſer il, . 
Than undergo a * 
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And languiſhing conditions; 
Who don't the leſſer ills ſuſtain 
Of phyſic—and phyſicians ? 


Rather than loſe his whole eſtate, 
He that but little wiſe is 

Full gladly pays four parts in eight 
To taxes and exciſes. 


Our merchants Spain has near undone 
For loſt ſhips not requiting : : 
This bears our noble k—, to ſhun * 
The los of blood—in fighting! | 


With num'rous ills, in ſingle life, _ 
| The bachelor's attended: 
Such to avoid, he takes a wife 

And much the caſe is mended ! 

r G 2 


84 _ " LevriTiIEsS; os, 8 
Poor GRATIA, in her twentieth year, 
Foreſeeing future woe, | 
Choſe to attend a monkey here, 
Before an ape below, 


COLEMIRA. 


A CULINARY ECLOGUE. 
Nec tantum Veneris, quantum ſtudigſa culinæ. 


- - IMITATION; 


Inſenſible of ſoft deſire, 
Behold Colemira prove | 

More partial to the kitchen fire 
Than to the fire of love. 


. 


N IGHT's fable clouds had half the globe o'erſpread, A 
And filence reign'd, and folks were gone to bed : U 
When love, which gentle ſleep can ne'er inſpire, H. 
Had ſeated Dauox by the kitchen fire. He 
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penſive he lay, extended on the ground ; _ 

The little lares kept their vigils round; 4 
The fawning cats compaſſionate his caſe, 

And purr around, and gently lick his face: 


To all his *plaints the ſleeping curs reply, 
And with hoarſe ſnotings ithitate a ſigh. 
Such gloomy ſcenes with lovers minds agree, 
And folitude to them is beſt ſociety,» * 


Could I (he cry'd) expreſs, how bright a grace 
Adorns thy morning hands, and well-waſh'sd face; 
Thou would'ſt, Col EAIAA, grant what I implore, 
And yield me love, or waſh thy face no more. 


Ah! who can ſee, and ſeeing not admire, 
Whene'er ſhe ſets the pot upon the fire! 
Her hands out-ſhine the fire and redder things 


Her eyes are blacker than the pot ſhe brings. 


d, 


N 
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But fare no chamber-damſel can compare, 
When in meridian luſtre ſhines my fair, 
When warm'd with 3 in pearly rills, 


Adown her goodly cheek the ſweat diſtils. 


Oh! how I long, how ardently defire, 

To view thoſe roy fingers ſtrike the lyre ! 

For late, when bees to change their climes began, 
How did I fee em thrum the frying-pan ! 


With her! I ſhould not envy G— his queen, 
Tho ſhe in royal grandeur deck'd be ſeen: 
Whilſt rags, juſt ſever'd from my fair-one's gown, 
In ruſſet pomp, and greaſy pride hang down. 


| Ah! how it does my drooping heart rejoice, 
| Whan in the hall I hear thy mellow voice! 

How would that voice exceed the village bell ; 
Wou'dſt thou but ſing, * I like thee paſſing well!“ 
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When from the hearth ſhe bade the pointers g, & 
How ſoft ! how eaſy, did her accents flow! - | - |. | 
«Get out,” ſhe cry'd, « when ſtrangers come to ſup, 
One ne'er can raiſe thoſe ſnoring devils up.“ 


Then, kan of why the kiek'd cen her h 14 
Alas! I envy'deven that falute : i7 | 
'Twas ſure miſplac'd,—Srock faid, ae ous 

He had as lief, I had the kick, as the ˖ x. 


If ſhe the myſtic bellows take in hand, 
Who like the fair can that machine command ? 
O may'ſt thou ne'er by EoLus be ſcen 
For he wou'd ſure demand thee for his queen. 


But ſhou'd the flame this rougher aid refuſe, | 
And only gentler med'cines be of uſe; ./, .,  } 
With full-blown cheeks the ends the doubtful trife,”: 
Foments the infant flame, and puffs it into life. _: 
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88 
Such arts, as theſe, exalt the drooping fire, 
But in my breaſt a fiercer flame inſpire : . 

L burn! I burn! O! give thy paſling oer, 
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And ſwell thy cheeks, and pout thy lips no more! 


With all her haughty looks, the time I've ſeen, 


When this proud damſel had more humble been, 
When with nice airs ſhe hoiſt the pancake round, 
And dropt it, hapleſs fair! upon the ground. 


Look, with what charming grace! what winning tricks! 
The artful charmer rubs the candleſticks! 

So bright ſhe makes the candleſticks ſhe bandles, 

Oft have I faid,—there were no need of candles, 


But thou, my fair ! who never would'ſt ** 
Or hear the tender ſtory of my love; 

Or mind, how burns my raging breaſt -a button 
Perhaps art dreaming of- breaſt of mutton, 
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Thus faid, and wept, the ſad deſponding fwain, 
Revealing to the fable walls bis pain: AW - . 
But nymphs are free with thoſe they ſhou'd deny ; 
To thoſe, they love, more exquiſitely coy! 


' Now chirping crickets raiſe their tinkling voice, 
The lambent flames in languid ſtreams ariſe, 
And ſmoke in azure folds evaporates and dies. 


bs 


THE RAPE OF THE TRAP. 


A BALLAD. 1737. 


"T'was in a land of learning, 
The muſes? fav'rite city, 
Such pranks of late 
Were play'd by a rat, 
As—tempt one to be witty. 
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All in a college ſtudy, 
nnn 1 
This rat would devot 
More ſenſe in an hour, 
Than I cou'd write in twenty. 
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Corporeal food, tis granted, | 
| Serves vermin leſs refin'd, Sir 
But this, a rat. of taſte, + 


All other rats ſurpaſs'd ; 
Ang ho groy's.on the food of the.mind, Sir, 


His breakfat, half the morning, 
He conſtantly attended ; 

And when the bell rung 

For ev'ning ſong, F 
His dinner ſcarce was ended 


\ 
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He ſpar'd not ev'n heroics, 
And wou'd make no more 1 4 


Of king AzTavr's®, by the ſcore, 


In books of geo- graphy, 
He made the maps to flutter: 
A river or a ſea 
Was to him a diſh of tea; 
And a kingdom, bread and butter. 


But if ſome mawkiſh potion 
Might chance to over-doſe him, 
To check its rage, 
He took a page 


* By BLACKMORE, 
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; A trap, in haſte and anger, 

Was bought; you need not douht ont ; 
And, ſuch was the ginn, | 
Were a lion once got in, 

He coù'd not; 1 think, get out on't. 


With cheeſe, not books, twas baited, 
The fa&—I'll not belye ii - */ 
Since none tell you that 
Whether ſcholar or rat, 
Mind books, when he has other diet. 


But more of trap and bait, Sir, 
Why ſhou'd I ſing, or either? 

Since the rat, who knew the ſleight, 

Came in the dead of night, Fre: 
And dragg'd em away together: 
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Both trap and bait were vaniſh'd, 
Thro' a fracture in the flooring; 
Which, tho! ſo trim | 
It now may ſeem, 
Had then—a dozen or more in. 


Then anſwer this, ye fages!. 
Nor deem I mean to wrong ye, 
Had the rat which thus did ſeize on 

The trap, leſs claim to reaſon, 
Than many a ſcull among ye ? 


Dan Px1o0R's mice, I own it, 
Were vermin of condition 
But this rat, who merely learn'd 

What rats alone concern'd, 
Woas the greater politician. 
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That England's topſy-turvy, 
Is clear from theſe miſhaps,” Sir; 
Will no longer take our vermin, © | 
But vermin “ take our traps, Sir. 


Let ſophs, by rats infeſted, 
Then truſt in cats to catch em; 
' Leſt they grow as learn'd as we, 
In our ſtudies ; where, d'ye ſee, 
No mortal fits to watch em. 


Good luck betide-our captains ; 
Good luck betide our cats, Sir; 
And grant that the one 
May quell the Spaniſh Don, 
And the other deſtroy our rats, Sir. 


® Written at the time of the Spaniſh depredations. 
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o CERTAIN PASTORALS. 


. dep iags; 1 1 

The weary audience vow, 

'Tis not th' Arcadian ſwain that ſings, 
But tis his herds that low. 


ON MR. C—— OF KIDDERMINSTER's 
POETRY. 


Thr raw, friend, are KI DOD EAMIXSsT ZR“ ſtuff, 
And I muſt own you've meaſur d out enough. 


*K1DDERMINSTER, famous for a coarſe woollen manufacture. 
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10 THE VIRTUOSOS:" 


Haz, curious wights ! towhom © Gir 
The form of, mortal flies is! 
Who deem thoſe grubs beyond compare, 
Which common ſenſe deſpiſes. 
. W 
Whether o'er hill, moraſs or mound, 
You make your ſportſman fallies ; 
Or that your prey in gardens found 
Is urg'd thro' walks and allies. 


Yet, in the fury of the chaſe, 
No ſlope cou'd e er retard you; 

Bleft if one fly repay the race, 
Or painted wing reward you. 
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Fierce as CantLiia Oer the plain 
Purſu'd the glitt'ring ſtranger ; 
Still ey'd the purple's pleafing ſtain, 
And knew not fear nor danger. 


'Tis you diſpenſe the fav'rite meat 
I To nature's filmy people; | 
Know what conſerves they chuſe to eat, 


And what liqueurs to tipple. 


And, if her brood of inſects dies, 
You ſage aſſiſtance lend her; 

Can ſtoop to pimp for am'rous flies, 
And help 'em to engender. | 


'Tis you protect their pregnant hour; 
And, when the birth's at hand, 
Exerting your obſtetric pow'r, 
Prevent a mothleſs land, 
* See VIIOII. 
vor. II. : SY 
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Vet oh! howe'er your tow'ring view / 
Above groſs objects riſes, 

Whate'er refinements you purſue, 
Hear, what a friend adviſes : 


A friend, 'who, weigh'd with your's, muſt prize 
DomiT1an's idle paſſion ; 

That wrought the death of teazing flies, 
But ne'er their propagation. 


Let FLavia's eyes more deeply warm, 
Nor thus your hearts determine 

To ſlight dame nature's faireſt form, 
And ſigh for nature's vermin, 


And ſpeak with ſome reſpe& of beaux, 
No more as triflers treat em; 

'Tis better learn to ſave one's cloaths, 
Than cheriſh moths, that eat em. 
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THE EXTENT OF COOKERY. 


Aliuſue et idem. 
EXPLANATION. 


Another, and the fame. 


Why EN Ton to Cau RI De firſt was ſent, 
A plain brown bob he wore ; | : 
Read much, and look'd as tho* he meant 
To be a fop no more. 


See him to Lincorn's-Inn repair, 
His reſolution flag; | 

He cheriſhes a length of hair, 

And tucks it in a bag. 

H 2 
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" Nor Cox nor SALKELD he regards, 
But gets into the houſe, 
And ſoon a judge's rank rewards 


Adieu ye bobs! ye bags give place! 
Full bottoms come inſtead ! 

Good L—d! to ſee the various ways 
Of drefling—a calve's-head ! 


* 
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THE PROGRESS OF ADVICE: 


A COMMON CASE, 


Suade, nam certum eft, 


) EXPLANATION, 


Advile it, for tis fix d. 


Say S Ricuard to Tyomas (and ſeem'd half afraid) 
J am thinking to marry thy miſtreſs's maid : 

Now, becauſe Mrs. Lucy to thee is well known, 

I will do't if thou bid'ſt me, or let it alone, 


Nay don't make a jeſt on't ; tis no jeſt to me; 

For faith I'm in earneſt, ſo prithee be free. 

[ have no fault to find with the girl fince I knew her, 
But I'd have thy advice, ere I tye myſelf to her,” 
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Said THoxas to Ricard, © To ſpeak my opinion, 

There is not ſuch a b—ch in King Georce's dominion, 

And I firmly believe, if thou knew'ſt her as I do, 

Thou wou'dſt chuſe out a whipping-poſt, firſt, to be 
ty'd to. 


She's peeviſh, ſhe's thieviſh, ſhe's ugly, ſhe's old, 

And a liar, and a fool, and a ſlut, and a ſcold.” 

Next day RichARD haſten'd to church and was wed, 

And ere night had inform'd her what Tuoxas had 
ſaid, 
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Trahat ſua quemque voluptas. Hox. 


PROVEBRBIALIEZE SD. 


Every one to his liking. 


FROM Lincoln to London rode forthour youngſquire, 
To bring down a wife, whom the ſwains might admire : 
But in ſpite of whatever the mortal cou'd ſay, | 
The goddeſs objected the length of the way! 


To give up the op'ra, the park, and the ball, 

For to view the ſtag's horns in an old country hall; 
To have neither China nor India to ſee! | | 
Nor a laceman to plague in a morning not ſne! 
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To forſake the dear play-houſe, Quin, Garrick, and Clive, 
Who by dint of mere humour had kept her alive; 

To forego the full box for his loneſome abode, 

O heav'ns! ſhe ſhou'd faint, ſhe ſhou'd die on the road 


To forget the gay faſhions and geſtures of France, 
And to leave dear Auguſte in the midſt of the dance, 
And Harlequin too !—'twas in vain to require it; 
And ſhe wonder'd how folks had the face to deſire it. 


She might yield to reſign the fweet-ſingers of Ruckbolt 
Where the citizen-matron ſeduces her cuckold 3 

But Ranelagh foon would her footſteps recall, 

And the muſic, the lamps, and the glare of Vauxhall. 


To be ſure ſhe cou'd breathe no where elſe than in town; 
Thus ſhe talk'd like a wit, and he look'd like a clown : 


But the while honeſt Harry deſpair d to ſucceed, 
A coach with a coronet trail'd her to Tweed. 
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SLENDER's GHOST. : 


(Vide $HAKESPEAR.) 


Benzarth « church-yard yew, 
Decay'd and worn with age, 
At duſk of eve methought I ſpy'd - 


Poor SLzNDzR's ghoſt, that whimp'ring cry'd, 
O ſweet O fweet Annes Pacer ! 


Ye gentle bards ! give ear 
Who talk of am'rous rage, 

Who ſpoil the lily, rob the roſe, 

Come learn of me to weep your woes : 
O ſweet O ſweet Anne Pacz ! 
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Why ſhou'd ſuch labour'd ſtrains 
Your formal Muſe engage ? 

I never dreamt of flame or dart, 

That fir'd my breaſt, or pierc'd my heart, 
But ſigh'd, O ſweet Ax NR PACE! 


And you ! whoſe love- ſick minds, 
No med' cine can aſluage ! 

Accuſe the leech 's art no more, 

But learn of SLENDER to deplore; 
O ſweet O ſweet Ax R Pace |! 


And ye! whoſe ſouls are held, 

Like linnets in a cage! 
Who talk of fetters, links and chains, 
Attend, and imitate my ſtrains ! 

O ſweet O ſweet Ax NE Pack! 
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And you who boaſt or grieve, 

What horrid wars ye wage ! 
Of wounds receiv'd from many an eye; 
Yet mean as I do, when I figh 

O ſweet O ſweet Anne Pace ! 


Hence ev'ry fond conceit 


Of ſhepherd or of ſage; 
'Tis SLENDER's voice, tis SLENDER'S way 
Expreſſes all you have to ſay,  *< 

O ſweet O ſweet Anne Pace! | 


THE INVIDIOUS, Maxzr. 


 OroxrTuNnE! i ny pray'r of old 
Was ne er ſolicitous for gold, 

With better grace thou may'ſt allow 
My ſuppliant wiſh, that aſks it now. 


0 
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F | Yet think not, goddeſs! I require. it 
= Flor the ſame end your clowns deſire it. 
| In a well-made eſſectual firing, 
Fain would I ſee Livioio ſwing ! 
Hear him, from Tyburn's beight arranguing, 
But ſuch a cur's not worth one's hanging. 
Give me, O goddeſs! ſtore of pelf, 
And he will tye the knot himſelf, 


— —— — — ——— 


THE PRICE OF AN EQUIPAGE. 


Servum ſi potes, Ole, non habere, 
Et regem potes, Ole, non habere. Maxr. 


If thou from Fortune doſt no ſervant crave, 
« Believe me, thou no maſter. need'ſt to have.” 


I ASK'D a friend, amidſt the throng, 
Whoſe coach it was that trail'd along : 
The gilded coach there - don't ye mind ? 
That, with the footmen ſtuck behind.” 


— — — oo — — 
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O Sir! ſays he, what! han't you ſeen it 7 
'Tis DAuox's coach, and Dawon in it. 
'Tis odd methinks you have forgot | 
Your friend, your neighbour, and-—what not ! 
Your old acquaintance Dawo n !—*<* True ; 
But faith his equipage is new.” | 

« Bleſs me, ſaid I, where can it end ? 
What madneſs has poſleſs'd my friend p 
Four powder'd ſlaves, and thoſe the talleſt, 
Their ſtomachs doubtleſs not the ſmalleſt f 
Can Danon's revenue maintain 
In lace and food, fo large a train ? 

I know his land each inch o ground 
»Tis not a mile to walk it round | 
If Dawon's whole eſtate can bear 

To keep his lad, and one-horſe chair, 

I own 'tis paſt my comprehenſion.” 

Yes, Sir, but Duo x has a penfion— 


* 
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Thus does a falſe ambition rule us, 
Thus pomp delude, and folly fool us; 
To keep a race of flick*ring knaves, 
He grows himſelf the worſt of ſlaves. 


HINT FROM VOITURE. 


LEX Sor his annual journeys run, 
And when the radiant taſk is done, 
Confeks, thro? all the globe, *twould poſe him, 
To match the charms that CE LIA ſhews him. 


And ſhou'd he boaſt he once had ſeen 

As juſt a form, as bright a mien, 

Yet muſt it ſtill for ever poſe him, 

To match—what Cz 114 never ſhews him. 
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INSCRIPTION. 


To the memory 
Of A. L. Eſquire, 

Juſtice of the peace for this county : 

Who, in the whole courſe of his pilgrimage 
Maintaining his proper dignity, - 
Notwithſtanding the ſcoffs of ill-diſpos'd perſons, 
And wits of the age, 
That ridicul'd his behaviour, 

Or cenſur'd his breeding; 
Following the dittates of nature, 
Deſiring to eaſe the afflicted, 

. Eager to ſet the priſoners at liberty, 
Without having for his end 


* 
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7 The noiſe, or report ſuch chives andy cauſe 
In the world, 
(As he was ſeen to perform them of none) 

But. the ſole relicf and happineſs 

Of the party in diſtreſs ; 
Himſelf reſting eaſy, 
| When he could render that ſo; 
Not griping, or pinching himſelf, 
To hoard up ſuperfluities ; 

Not coveting to keep in his poſſeſſion 
What gives more diſquietude, than pleaſure ; 
But charitably diffuſing it 

To all around him: 
Making the moſt ſorrowful countenance 
To fmile, | 
In his preſence; _ 
Always beſtowing more than he was aſk'd, 
Always imparting before he was deſir d; 
Not proceeding in this manner, 
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- Upon every trivial ſuggeſtion, 7 
But the moſt mature, and folemn deliberation ;' | 


With an incredible preſence, and undauntedneſs 
Of mind; | 
With an inimitable gravity and ceconomy 12 
Of face; 
Bidding loud defiance 
' To politeneſs and the faſhion, 
| Dar'd let a ft, 


TO A FRIEND. 


Have ven nee cen, my gentiefquire, 
The humours of your kitchen. fire ? 
Says Nx p to SAL, * Leads pes COT? 
Why don't ye play ?—the girl's afraid— W's 
Vor. II, fi dad net 


% 


414 © * LEVITIES3 on, 


Play ſomething any thing hut play 

Tis but to paſs the time away gg 

Phoo how ſhe ſtands—biting her nails 

As tho' ſhe play'd for half her vails— 

Sorting her cards, hagling and picking— 

We play for nothing, do us, chicken ? 

That card will do blood, never doubt it, 

It's not worth while to think about it.” 
4 SAL thought, and thought, and miſs'd her aim, 
= And Nsv, ne'er ſtudying, won the game. 
=_ Methinks, old friend, tis won'drous true, 
G | | That verſe is but a game at loo. | 
, | | | While many a bard, that ſhews ſo clearly 
He writes for his amuſement merely, 
Is known to ſtudy, fret, and toil; 
And play for nothing all the while: 

Or praiſe at moſt; for wreaths of yore 
Neꝰer ſignify'd'a farthing ore: 
'Till having-vainly toil'd to gain it, 

He ſees your flying pen obtain it. 
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And hallow'd haunts- that PR s loves: 
And myſtic flames the-God bebe m 
Vou now none other flame require, 
Than a good blazing parlour fire; 
Write verſes—to defy the ſcorners, 
In ſh-t-houſes and chimney- corners. 

SAL found her deep- laid ſchemes were vain— 
The cards are cut - come deal again— 
No good comes on it When one linger e 
In play the cards come next my finger 
Fortune could never let Nx D loo her, 
When ſhe had left it wholly to her. 

Well, now who wins ?=why, {till the ſame— 
For SAL has loſt another game. tel. 

I've done; {ſhe mutter'd) I was ſaying, 
It did not-argufy my playing. 
Some folks will win, they cannot chuſe, 
But think or not think—ſome muſt loſe. 

I 2 
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I may have won a game or fo. 

But then it was an age ago— » 

It ne'er will be my lot again 

I won it of a baby then 

Give me an ace of trumps and ſee, 

Our Nev will beat me with a three. 
'Tis all by luck that things are carry'd— 
He'll ſuffer for it, when he's marry'd.” 


Thus SAL, with tears in either eye; 
While victor Nx p fate titt'ring by. 


Thus I, long envying your ſucceſs, 
And bent to write, and tudy leſs, 
Sate down, and ſcribbled in a trice, 
Juſt what you ſee—and you deſpiſe, 


| You, who can frame a tuneful ſong, 
And hum it as you ride along ; 
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And, trotting on the king's highway, 
Snatch from the hedge a ſprig of bay ; 
Accept this verſe, howe'er it flows, 
From one that is your friend in proſe. 


What is this wreath, fo green! ſo fair! 
Which many wiſh, and few muſt wear ? 

Which ſome men's indolence can gain, 

And ſome men's vigils ne'er obtain ? 25 2 
For what muſt SAL or poet ſue, 

Ere they engage with Na p or you ? 

For luck in verſe, for luck at loo ? 


Ah no! 'tis genius gives you fame, 
And Ned, thro' ſkill, ſecures the game. 


*. 
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THE POET AND THE DUN: 1541. 


Theſe are meſſengers 
That feelingly perſuade me what I am. 


SHAKESPEAR, 


Comnts a dun in the morning and raps at my door— 
J made bold to call tis a twelvemonth and more 
I'm forry, believe we, to trouble you thus, Sir,— 
But Jos wou'd be paid, Sir, had Jos been a-mercer.” 
My friend, have but patience—* Ay theſe are your ways.” 
I have got but one ſhilling to ſerve me two days 
But, Sir—prithee take it, and tell your attorney, 
If I han't paid your bill, I have paid for your journey. 
Well, now thou art gone, let me govern my paſſion, 
And calmly conſider—conſider? vexation! 
What whore that muſt paint, and muſt put on falſe locks, 
And counterfeit joys in the pangs of the p—! 
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What porter, what turnſpit, can deem his caſe hard! 
Or what dun boaſt: of -patience that thinks of 4 bard 
Well, 'll/leave this poor trade, tor no trade can be-poorer, 
Turn ſhoe-boy, or courtier, or pimp, or procurer; 
Get love, and reſpect, and good living, and pelf, 
And dun ſome poor dog of a poet myſelf. 
One's credit, however, of courſe will grow better ; 
Here enters the footman, and brings me a letter. 

„Dear Sir! I receiv'd your obliging epiſtle, 
Your fame is ſecure—bid the critics go whiſtle. 
| read over with wonder the poem you ſent me ; 
e no ſoul 8 : 

e audience, believe me, cry'd out ev'ry line 

Was ſtrong, was affeRtipg, -wasjuſt, wasdivinek 
All pregnant as.gold is; with worth, weight and beauty, 
And to hide ſuch a genius was—far from your duty, 
| foreſee that the.court will be hugely delighted: 
Sir RicHArD, for much a leſs genius, was knighted. 
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Adieu, my good friend, and for high life prepare ye; 
I cou'd ſay much more, but you're modeſt, I ſpare ye.” 
Quite fir'd with the flatt'ry,- I call for my paper, 

And waſte that, and health, and my time, and my taper, 
1 ſcribble till morn, when with wrath no ſmall ſtore, 


Comes my old friend the mercer, and raps at my door, 


« Ah !. friend, in but idle to make ſuch a pother, 


Fate, fate has ordain'd us, to plague one another,” 


* 


WRITTEN AT AN INN AT HENLEY. | 


Tous fair freedom ! I retire 

From flattery, cards, and dice, and din; 
Nor art thou found in manſions higher 

Than the low cot, or humble inn. 
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'Tis here with boundleſs power I reign ; 
And every health which I begin, 

' Converts dull port to bright champaigne ; 

Such freedom crowns it, at an inn, 

 Ifly from pomp, I fly from plate! 
I fly from falſchood's ſpecious grin ! 

Freedom I love, and form I hate, J 
And chuſe my lodgings at an inn. 


Here, waiter ! take my ſordid ore, | 
Which lacqueys elſe might hope to win ; ; 


: 
: 


It buys, what courts have not in tore ; 
It buys me freedom at an inn. 


Whoe'er has travell'd life's dull round, : 
Where'er his ſtages may have been, © 

May ſigh to think he (till has found 
The wi?meſt welcome, at an inn. 


* 
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Wu ar village but has fometimes een 
The clumly ſhape, the frightful mien, 
Of that grim brute yclep d a bear? 
He from his dam, the learn'd agree, 
Receiv'd the curious form you ſee; 
Who with her plaſtic tongue alone, 
Produc'd a viſage—like her on — 
And thus they hint, in myſtic. faſhion, 
The pow'rful force of education; *:— 
Perhaps yon croud of ſwains is viewing 
E'en now the ſtrange exploits of Bruin; 
4} e415 IA 4 61 
*Of a fond matron's education. 
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Who plays his antics, roars aloud ; +» 
The wonder of a gaping croud ! 

So have I known an awkward lad, 
Whoſe birth has made a pariſh glad, 


Forbid, for fear of ſenſe, to roam, " 


And taught by kind mamma at home; 
Who gives him many u wellary'd nile, © 
With ways and means—to-play the fool. 
In ſerlſe the ſame, in ſtature higher, 

He ſhines, ere long, a rural ſquire,. 
Pours forth unwitty jokes, and feet,, 
And bawls, and drinks, but chiefly ſtares :- 
His tenants of ſuperigr ſenſs / 
Carouſe, and laugh, at his expence; 

And deem the paſtime Pm relating, 

To be as pleaſant as bear- baiting. 
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THE "CHARMS OF PRECEDENCE. 


A TALE, 


5 8 IR, will you pleaſe to walk before ? 
| —No, pray Sir—you are next the door. 

“* Upon mine honor, I'll not ſtir" 

Sir, I'm at home, conſider, Sir 

© Excuſe me, Sir, I'll not go firſt.” | 

Well, if I muſt be rude, I muſt— 

But yet I wiſh I cou'd evade it— 

'Tis ſtrangely clowniſh, be perſuaded— 

Go forward, cits! go forward, ſquires ! 

Nor ſcruple each, what each admires: 

Life ſquares not, friends, with your proceeding ; 

It flies, while you diſplay your breeding; 

Such breeding as one's granam preaches, 

Or ſome old dancing-maſter teaches, 
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Half crazy, of, at leaſt, half mellow, 
To come behind you unawares, 
And fairly puſh you both down ſtairs! ! 
But death's at hand—let me adviſe ye, 
Go forward, friends, or hel ſurpriae ye. 

| Beſides, how infincere you are! 
Do ye not flatter, lye, forſwear, 
And daily cheat, and weekly pray 
And all for this to lead the way 
Buch is my theme, which means to prove, 
That tho' we drink, or game, or love, 
As that or this is moſt in faſhion, 
Precedence is our ruling paſſion. 

When college-ſtudents take degrees, 
And pay the beadle's endleſs fees, © * 
What moves that ſcientific body, 
But the firſt cutting at a gawdy ? 
And whence ſuch ſhoals, in bare conditicas, 
That ſtarve and languiſh as pheyficians,”-/ 


* 
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Content to trudge the ſtreets, and ſtare at | 
The fat apothecary's chariot ?. | 
But that, in CnarzLot's chamber (ſee 
Mot1tse's Medicin malgre lui) 
The leach, howe'er his fortunes vary, 
Still walks before the apothecary. 
FLavta in / vain has wit and charms, 
And all that ſhines, and all that warms ; 
In vain all human race adore her, 
For—lady Maxx ranks before her. 
O CTI, gentle CE LA tell us, 
You who are neither vain, nor jealous ! 
The ſofteſt breaſt, the mildeſt mien 
Wou'd you-not feel ſome little ſpleen, 
Nor bite your lip, nor furl your brow, 
If Fron IME1, your equal now, 
Shou'd, one day, gain precedence of 5er 
Firſt ſerv'd—tho? in a diſn of coffee ? 
Plac'd firſt, altho' where you are found, 
You gain the eyes of all around? 
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Nam'd firſt, tho' not with half the fame, 


That waits my charming Ce1 14's D 


Hard fortune i barely to inſpire: 
Our fix'd eſteem, and fond-defire } 
Yet be content, obſerving this, 
Honor's the offspring of caprice : 


And worth, -howe'er you have purſu'd it. 


You'll'find your general reputation 
A kind of ſupplemental ſtation. 


| ts 


Poor Swirr, with all his worth, cou'd neer, 


He tells us, hope to riſe a peer; 
So, to ſupply it, wrote for fame: 
And well the wit ſecur'd his aim. 
A common patriot has a drift, 
Not quite ſo innocent as 8Swirr: 


In Bzx1TaA1v's cauſe he rants; he labours 


“He's honeſt; faith”-=Have patience; neighbours, 


* 
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For patriots may ſometimes deceive, 
May beg their friends' reluftant leave, 
To ſerve them in à higher ſphere ; © 
And drop their virtue, to get there. 

As Lucian tells us, in his faſhion, 
How ſouls put off each earthly paſſion, 
Ere on ELys1um's flow'ry ſtrand, - , - ö 
Old CnA RO ſuffer'd em to land 
So ere we meet a court's careſſs. 
No douht our ſouls muſt change their dreſſes: 
And ſouls there be, who, bound that way, 
Attire themſelves ten times a day. 

If then 'tis rank which all men covet, 
And faints alike and ſinners love it; 
If place, for which our courtiers throng 
So thick, that few can get along ; 
For which ſuch ſervile toils are ſeen, 
Who's happier than a king ?—a queen. 
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Howe'er men aim at elevation, 
Tis properly a female paſſion: 
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Are charm'd with rankꝰs extatic pleaſure. 
Sir, if your drift I rightly ſcan, 
You'd hint à beau were not a man: 
Say, women then are fond of places; 
I wave all diſputable caſes. 
A man perhaps would ſomething linger, 
Were his lov'd rank to coſt—a finger; 
Or were an ear or toe the price on't, 
He might delib'rate once or twice on't ; 
Perhaps aſk GATAK R RAS advice on't. 
And many, as their frame grows old, 
Would hardly-purchaſe it with gold. 
But women wiſh precedence ever ; 
'Tis their whole life's ſupreme endeavour ; 
It fires their youth with jealous rage, 
And ſtrongly animates their age. 
Perhaps they would not ſell outright 
Or maim a limb—that was in fight ; 
Vol. II. N | 
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Yet on worle terms they ſometimes chuſe it; 

Norev'n in puniſhments, refuld it. 
Pre-eminence in pain you cry, 

All fierce and pregnant with reply. 


But lend your patience, and your ear, 

An argument ſhall make it clear. 

But hold, an argument may fail, 

Beſide my title fays, a tale. 
Where Avon rolls her winding ſtream, 

Avon, the muſes fav'rite theme 

Avon, that fills the farmers' purſes, 

And decks with flow'rs both farms, and verſes, 

She viſits many a fertile vale— 

Such was the ſcene of this my tale. 

For 'tis in Ev'snam's vale, or near it, 

That folks with laughter tell, and hear it. 
The ſoil with annual plenty bleſt 

Was by young Cox vp poſſeſt. 

His youth alone I lay before ye, 

As moſt material to my ſtory: 
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eee eee Jud Nay 
| And were not much amils, to add em. 
Thrice happy lout ! whoſe wide domain 
Now green with graſs, now gilt with grain, 
In ruſſet robes of clover deep, 
Or thinly veil'd, and white with ſheep ; 
Now fragrant with the bean's perfume, 
Now purpled with the pulſe's bloom, 
Might well with bright alluſion ftore me; 
— But happier bards have been before me 
Amongſt the various year's increaſe, 
The ſtripling own'd a field of peaſe; _ 
Which, when at night he ceas'd his labours, 
Were haunted by ſome female neighbours. 
Each morn difcover'd to his fight 
The ſhameful havoc of the night ; 
Traces of this they left behind 'em, 
But no inſtruftions where to find em. 
The devil's works are plain and evil, 
But few or none have ſeen the devil. 
K 2 
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Old Nout, indeed, if we may credit 
The words of Ecnann, who has ſaid it, 
Contriv'd with Sar AN how to fool us; 
And bargain'd face to face to rule us; 
But then old No LL ns one in ten, 
Our ſhepherd too, with like attention, 
May meet the female fiends we mention. 
He roſe one. morn at break of day, 

And near the field in ambuſh lay : 
When lo ! a brace of girls appears, 

The third, a matron much in years. 

Sate down to cull their future dinners ; 
And, caring little who might own 'em, 
Made free as tho' themſelves had ſown em. 


Tis worth a ſage's obſervation 
How love can make a jeſt of paſſion. 


1 
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His early dues to love unpaid ! 

And love, z god that keeps a pother, 
And will be paid one time or other, 
Now baniſh'd anger out o door; 
And claim'd the debt withheld before. 
If anger bid our youth revile, - 

Love forni'd his features to a ſmile : 
And knowing well, 'twis all grimace, 
To threaten with a {miling face, 

He in few words -expreſs'd his mind 
And. none would deem them much unkind. 
The am'rous youth, for their offence, 

Demanded inſtant recompence : 
That recompence from each, which ſhame 
Forbids a baſhful muſe to name. | 
Yet, more this ſentence to diſcover, 

'Tis what BTT * grants her lover, 
When he, to make the ſtrumpet willing, 
Has ſpent his fortune—to a ſhilling. 
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Each ſtood awhile, as twere ſuſpended, | 
And loch to do, what—each intended: 

At length with ſoft pathetic ſighs, 
The matron, bent with age, replies: 

Tis vain to ſtrive—uſtice, 1 know, 
And our ill ſtars will have it ſfo—— 
But let my tears your wrath aſſuage, 
And ſhew ſome deference for age ! 
I from a diſtant village came, | 
Am old, G— knows, and ſomething lame; 
And if we yield, as yield we muſt, 
Diſpatch my crazy body firſt. | 

Our ſhepherd, like the Phrygian ſwain, 
When circled round on ID's plain, 
With goddeſſes, he ſtood ſuſpended, 
And PALLas's grave ſpeech was ended, 
Own'd what ſhe aſk'd might be his duty; 
But paid the compliment to beauty. 
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TO BE PERFORMED BY DR. BRETTLE, AND A 
CHORUS OF HALES-OWEN CITIZENS. 


THE INSTRUMENTAL PART, A VIOL D'AMOUR. 


AIR BY THE DOCTOR» 


Awake! I ſay, awake good people! 
And be for once alive and gay ; 
Come let's be merry; ſtir the tipple ; 
How can you ſleep, | 
Whilſt I do play? Hoi can you ſleep, &c. 


A cnonus or crrizans, 

Pardon, O pardon, great muſician ! 
On drowſy ſouls ſome pity take ! 

For wond'rous hard is our condition, 


| 
| 
| 
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S m o, 
To drink thy beer, 
Thy ftrains to hear ; 
To drink, 
To hear, 
And keep awake ! 


SOLO BY THE DOCTOR, 


Hear but this ftrain—'twas made by HAN DET, 


A wight of ſkill, and judgment deep! 
Zoonters, they're gone—Sar, bring a candle 
No, here is one, and he's aſleep, 

| DUETTE. 
Dzx.,—How cou'd they go Soft muſic, 
Whilſt I do play? 


SAL, How cou'd they go ? Warlike muſic, 
| How ſhou'd they ſtay ? 
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EPILOGUE 


TO THE TRAGEDY OF CLEONE., 


Weir, ladies—ſo much for the tragic ſtile— 
And now the cuſtom is to make you ſmile. 

To make us ſmile !--methinks I hear you fay— 

Why, who can help it, at ſo ſtrange a play? 

The captain gone three years and then to blame 
The faultleſs conduct of his virtuous dame! - 
My ſtars !—what/ gentle belle would think it treaſon, 
When thus provok'd, to give the brute ſome reaſon ? 
Out of my houſe !—this night, forſooth, depart ! 

A modern wife had faid—* With all my heart 
But think not, haughty Sir, I'll go alone! 

Order your coach-—conduG me fafe to town— 
Give me my jewels, wardrobe, and my maid 
And pray take care my pin-money be paid. 
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| Such is the language of each modiſh fair ; 

| Yet memoirs, not of modern growth, declare 

| The time has been when modeſty and truth 

| - Were deem'd additions to the charms of youth : 
ll When women hid their necks, and veil'd their faces, 
| Nor romp'd, nor rak'd, nor ſtar'd at public places, 
| 

| 


Nor took the airs of amazons for graces : 

| Then plain domeſtic virtues were the mode, 

| And wives ne'er dreamt of happineſs abroad ; 

| They lov'd their children, learnt no flaunting airs, 
But With the joys of wedlock mixt the cares, 

|; Thoſe times are paſt—yet ſure they merit praiſe, 

| For marriage triumph'd in thoſe golden days : 

| By chaſte decorum they affection gain'd ; 

| By faith and fondneſs what they won, maintain'd. 


*Tis yours, ye fair, to bring thoſe days agen, 
And form anew the hearts of thoughtleſs men ; 
Make beauty's luſtre amiable as bright, 

And give the ſoul, as well as ſenſe, delight ; 
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Reclaim from folly a fantaſtic age, 
That ſcorns the preſs, the pulpit, and the ſtage, 
Let truth and tenderneſs your breaſts adorn, 

The marriage chain with tranſport ſhall be worn; 
Each blooming virgin rais'd into a bride 
Shall double all their joys, their cares divide; 
Alleviate grief, compoſe the jars of ftrife, 
And pour the balm that ſweetens human life, 
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THE 


JUDGMENT OF HERCULES. 


W art x blooming foring deſcends from genid fee 
By whoſe mild influence inſtant wonders riſe ; 

From whoſe ſoft breath Elyſian beauties flow, 

The ſweets of HacLzr, or the pride of Sro- ; 
Will LyTTzLTON the rural landſcape range, 

Leave noiſy fame, and not regret the change ? 

Pleas'd will he tread the garden's early ſcenes, 

And learn a moral from the riſing greens 7 
There, warm'd alike by Sol's enliv'ning pow'r, _ 
The weed, aſpiring, emulates the flour; | 
The drooping flow'r, its fairer charms diſplay d. 
Invites, from grateful hands, their gen'rous aid: 
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1 | 
Soon, if none check th' invaſive foe's deſigns, 
The lively luſtre of theſe ſcenes declines! 
'Tis thus, the ſpring of youth, the morn of life, 
Rears in our minds the rival ſeeds of ſtrife. 
Then paſſion riots, reaſon then contends z 
And, on the conqueſt, ev'ry bliſs depends : 
Life, from the nice deciſion, takes its hue : 
And bleſt thoſe judges who decide like you ! 
On worth like theirs ſhall ev'ry bliſs attend : 
The world their fav'rite, and the world their friend. 
There are, who blind to thought's fatiguing ray, 
As fortune gives examples urge their way: 
Nor virtue's foes, though they her paths decline; | 
And ſcarce her friends, tho? with her friends they join, 
; In her's, or vice's caſual road advance 
© Thoughtleſs, the ſinners or the ſaints of chance 
Yet ſome more nobly ſcorn the vulgar voice; 
With judgment fix, with zeal purſue their choice, 
When ripen'd thought, when reaſon born to reign, 
Checks the wild tumults of the youthful vein; 


r 
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While paſſion's lawleſs tides, at their command. 
Glide thro' more uſeful trafts, and bleſs the ldd. 
Happieſt of theſe-is he whoſe matchleſs mind. 
By learning ſtrengthen'd, and by taſte reſin d. 
In virtue's cauſe eſſay d its earlieſt pow rs; q 
Chole virtue's paths, and firew'd. her;paths with flow r. 
The firſt alarm'd, if freedom waves her wings : 
The fitteſt to adorn each art ſhe bring: 
Lov'd by chat · prince whom evi ry virtue fites: 
Prais'd by that bard whom ev'ry muſe inſpire:: 
Bleſt in the tuneful art, the ſocial ame: 
In all that wins, in all that merits fame! | | 
'Twas youth's perplexing ſtage his doubts bra 
When great Al eib to à grove retir d. | 
Thro the lone windings of a devious glade, 
Reſign'd to thought, with ling'ring ſteps he ſtray'd 3 
Bleſt with a mind to taſte ſincerer joys : 
Arm ' d with a heart each falſe. one to deſpiſe. 
Dubious be ſtray'd, with wav'ring thoughts polleſt, 
Alternate paſſions ſtruggling ſhar'd his breaſt: 
Vol. II. L 
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The various arts which human cares divide, - 

In deep attention ell his mind employ d- 

Anxious, if fame an equal bliſs ſecur'd ; | 

Or ſilent eaſe with ſofter charms allur d. 

The ſilvan choir whoſe numbers ſweetly flow'd, 

The fount that murmur'd, and the flow'ts that blow'd ; 

The filver flood that in meanders led | 

His glitt ring ſtreams along th' enliven'd mead ; | 

The ſoothing breeze, and all thoſe beauties join d, 

Which, whilſt they pleaſe, effeminate the mind, 

In vain! while diſtant, on a ſummit rais d, 

Th' imperial tow'rs of fame attraftive blaz'd; 
While thus he trac'd thro! fancy's puzzling maze + 


| The ſep'rate fweets of pleaſure, and of praiſe; 

| Sudden the wind a fragrant gale convey'd, A 

| And a new luſtre gain'd upon the ſhade. E 

At once, before his wond' ring eyes were ſeen Or 
Two female forms, of more than mortal mien Ar 
Variaus their charms ; and in their dreſs and face, Sul 
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This, whoſe attire les clogg'd with art appeard , 

Her ſprightly bloom, her quick ſagacious ey, // 

Shew'd native merit mix'd with modeſty. - 1 2002 

Her air diffus da mild yet aweful ray; 

Severely ſweet, and innocently gay. | 

Such the chaſte image of the martial maid, 

In artleſs folds of virgin white array'd ! 

She let no borrow'd roſe her cheeks adorn, 

Her bluſhing checks, that ſham'd the purple mom, 

Her charms nor had, nor wanted artful foils, - 

Or ſtudy d geſtures, or well-praftis'd ſmiles. 

She ſcorn'd the toys which render beauty leſs; 

She prov'd th' engaging chaſtity of dreſs;- 

And while ſhe'choſe in native charms to ſhine, | | + 

Ev'n thug ſhe ſeem'd, nay more han ſeem'd; divine. 

One modeſt em ' rald claſp d the robe ſhe worre. 

And, in her hand, th' imperial ſword ſhe bore. 

Sublime her height, majeſtic was her pace, | 

And majch'd the aweful honours of her face. 
L 2 
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The ſhrubs, the flow'rs; that deck d the verdant ground, 
Seem'd, where ſhe trod, with riſing luſtre crown'd. | 
Still her app. oach with ſtronger influence wari'd; 

She pleas'd, while diſtant, but, when near, ſhe charm'd, 
So ſtrikes the gazer's eye, the ſilver gleam .. 

That glitt'ring quivers oer a diſtant ſtream : 

But from its banks we ſee new beauties riſe, 

And, in its cryſtal boſom, trace the ſkies. 

With other charms the rival viſion gerd | 
And from her dreſs her tinſel beauties flow'd, 
A flutt'ring robe her pamper'd ſhape conceal'd, ( 
And ſcem'd to ſhade the charms it beſt reveal'd, 1 
Its form, contriv'd her faulty fize to grace ; ) 
Its hue, to give freſh luſtre to her face, F 

* 
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Her plaited hair disguis'd with brilliants glar'd ; 
Her.cheeks the ruby's neighb'ring luſtre ſhar'd ; 
The gaudy topaz lent its gay ſupplies, 80 
And ev'ry gem that ſtrikes leſs curious eyes; 

Expos'd her breaſt with foreign ſweets perfum'd; 
And, round her brow, a roſeate garland bloom'd. 
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Soft ſmiling, bluſhing lips conceaVFdher. wiles; - 


Yet ah! the bluſhes artful us the ſmiles, + | + 
Oft-gazing on her ſhade, ' thienraptur'd fair 


Decreed the ſubſtance well deſery'd ber care: 
Her thoughts, to others' charms malignly blind, 
Center'd in that, and were to that confin'd; + 


And if on others eyes a glance wert thrown, + * 
'Twas but to watch the inſluence af her nm. 
Much like her guardian, fair Cu rz xa's queen, 

When for het Warrior ſhe refines her mien z 


Or when, to bleſs her Dz1L1an fav'rite's arms, 
The radiant fair invigorates her charm. 
Much like her pupil, Eevrr's ſportive dame, 

Her dreſs expreſſive, and her air the ſame, | 
When her gay bark o'er ſilver CyDn os roll'd; 


And all th' emblazon'd ſtreamers way'd in gold. 


Such ſhone the viſion : nor forbore to move 
The fond contagious airs of lawleſs love. 


Exch wanton eye deluding glances fd. 


And am'rous dimples on each cheek conſpir d: 
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— = | 
150 MORAL' PIECES« 


Lifeleſs ber gait, and flow, with ſeeming pain, 
She dragg'd her loitering/litabs along the plain; 
Yet made ſome faint efforts, and firſtapproach'dthe fwain. 
So glaring draughts, with taudry luſtre bright, 
Spring to the view, and ruſh upon the fight : 
More ſlowly charms a Rar HAE T's chaſter air, 
Waits the calm ſearch, and pays the ſearcher's care. 
Wrap'd in a pleas'd ſuſpenſe, the youth ſurvey'd. 
The various charms of each attractive maid : 
Alternate each he view'd, and each admir'd, 
And found, alternate, varying flames inſpir'd. 
Quick o'er their forms his eyes with pleaſure ran, 
When ſhe, who firſt approach'd him, firſt began. 
“ Hither, dear boy, direct thy wand'ring eyes; 
'Tis here the lovely vale of pleaſure lies. 
Debate no more, to me thy life reſign ; 
| Each ſweet which nature can diffuſe is mine. 
For me the nymph diverſifies her pow'r, 
Springs in a tree, or bloſſoms in a flow'r 3 
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To pleaſe my ear, ſhe tunes the/linnet's ſtrains : // 
To pleaſe my eye, with lilies paints the plains z af 
To form my couch, in moſſy beds ſhe grows; 
To gratify my ſmell, perfumes the roſe; 
And ſwells the vegetable world, for me. 

Let the gull'd fool the toils of war purſue, 
Where bleed the many to enrich the fe: | 
Where chance from courage claims the boaſted prize ; ” 
Where, tho' ſhe give, your country oft denies. / 
Induſtrious thou ſhalt Curip's wars maintain, 
And ever gently fight his ſoft campaign. 
His darts alone ſhalt wield, his wounds endure, 
Yet only ſuffer, to enjoy the cure. 
Yield but to mea choir of nymphs ſhall riſe, 
And fire thy breaſt, and bleſs thy raviſh'd eyes. 
Their beauteous cheeks fairer role ſhall wear, 
A brighter lily on their necks appear; 
Where fondly thou thy favor'd head ſhalt reſt, - 
Sch: ben den date eee 
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While P#trLont E in each ſoſt voice complains, 


And gently lulls thes with mellifluous ſtreins: 


Whilſt, with each accent, ſweeteſt odours flow ; | 


Not the fam'd bird Arabian dlimes admire, 
Shall in ſuch luxury of ſweets expire. 

At ſloth let war's victorious ſons exclaim z © 
In vain! for pleaſure is my real nme 
Nor envy thou the head with bays o'er-grown 3 


No, feck thou roſes to adorn thy'owir:” . 


For well each op'ning ſcene, that claims my care, 
Suits and deſerves the beauteous crown I wear. 
Let others prune the vine; the genial bowl 
Let vulgar hands explore the brilliant mine, 

So the gay. produce glitter ſtill on thin. 
Indulgent BAcc nus loads his lab'ring tre·, 
And, guarding, gives its eluſt ring ſweets to me, 
For my loved train, Aeot Lo's piercing beam- 
Darts thro! the paſhve glebe, and frames the gem, 
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See in my cauſe conſenting gods employed, 

Nor flight thoſe gods, their bleſſings unenjoy'd! 

For thee the poplar ſhall its amber drain: 

For thee, in clouded'beauty; ſpring the cane; 

Some charming treaſure eviry wind convey 3 © 

Each object round ſome pleaſing ſcene ſhall yield; 

Art build thy dome, while nature decks thy field; 

Of Coxnrn's order ſhall the ſtructure riſe ; 

The ſpiring turrets glitter thro” the ſkies ;' 

Thy vaſe ſhall ſparkle; and-thy car ſhall blaze; 

Yet thou, whatever pomp the ſun diſplay,” © 

Shalt own the am'rous night exceeds the day. 
When melting flutes, and fweetly-ſounding lyres 

Wake the gay loves; and cite eee 

Or, in th' Ienian dance, ſome fav 'rite maid 

Improves the flame her ſparkling eyes convey'dy © 

Think, can't thou quit 2 glowing DE TIA“ _ 00 

To feed on virtue's viſionary charms z + * 
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Or ſlight the joys which wit and youth engage, 
For the faint, honor of a fronen ſage ? 

To find dull envy. ev'n that hope deface, | 
And, where you toil'd for glory, reap diſgrace'? 
O! think that beauty waits on thy decree, - 
And thy lov'd lovelieſt charmer pleads with me. 
She, whole ſoft ſmile, or gentler glance to move, 

You vow'd the wild extremities of love; 


| In whoſe endearments years like moments flew 


For whoſe endearments millions ſeem'd too few; 
She, ſhe implores ; ſhe bids thee ſeize the prime, 
And tread with her the flow'ry trafts of time ; 
Nor thus her lovely bloom of life beſtow 

On ſome cold lover, or inſulting foe. 
Think, if againſt that tongue thou canſt rebel, 


What full conviftion ſparkles in her eyes! 


Where love yet dwelt, and reaſon ſeem'd to dwell; 
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And ſuch her charms, as to the vain may prove, 
Ambition ſeeks more humble joys than love! 
There buſy toil ſhall ne'er invade thy reign, 
Nor ſciences perplex thy lab'ring brain: 
Or none, but what with equal ſweets invite; 
Nor other arts, but to prolong delight: 
To praiſe a pendant, or to grace a ring; 
To fix the dreſs that ſuits each varying mien 
To ſhew where beſt the cluftering gems are ſeen 3 
To ſigh ſoft ſtrains along the vocal grove, 
And tell the charms, the ſweet eſſects of love! 
Nor fear to find a coy diſdainful muſe 
Nor think the ſiſters will their aid refuſe. 
Cool grots, and tinkling rills, or filent ſhades, 
Soft ſcenes of leiſure ! ſuit th* harmonious maids 7 
And all the wiſe, and all the grave deeree 
Some of that ſacred train-ally'd to me. 

But if more ſpecious caſe thy wiſhes claim, 
And thy breaſt glow with faint deſire of fame, 
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Some ſofter ſcience ſhall thy thoughts amuſe, 
And learning's name a ſolemn ſound diffuſe; | 
To thee all nature's curious ſtores-I'll bring, 
Explain the beauties of an inſect's wing; 
The plant, which nature, leſs diffuſely kind, 
Has to few climes with partial care conſin d; 
The ſhell ſhe ſcatters with more careleſs air, 
And, in her frolics, ſeems ſupremely fair; 
The worth that dazzles in the tulip's ſtains, 
Or lurks beneath a pebble's various veins. 
Sleep's downy god, averſe to war's alarms, 

| Shall o'er thy head diffuſe his ſofteſt charms ; 
Ere anxious thought thy dear repoſe aſlail, 
Or care, my moſt deſtructive ſoe, prevail. 
The wat' ry nymphs ſhall tune the vocal vales, 
And gentle zephyrs harmonize their gales, 
For thy repoſe, inform, with rival joy, 
Their ſtreams to murmur, and their winds to ſigh. 
Thus ſhalt thou ſpend the ſweetly- flowing day, 
Till loft in bliſs thou breathe thy ſoul a ẽðDay; 


MORAL PIZCES: 157 


'Till ſhe t' Elyſian bow'rs of joy repair, 

Nor find my charming ſcenes exceeded there.” 
She ceas d; and on a lily'd. bank reclin'd, 

Her flowing robe wav d wanton with the wind: 

One points, expreſſive, to the flow'ry: plains. 

Soon the fond youth perceiv'd her influence roll 

Deep in his breaſt, to melt his manly ul: 

As when Favon1vs joins the ſolar blaze, 

And each fair fabric of the froſt decays. 

Soon, to his breaſt, the ſoft harangue convey'd 

Reſolves too partial to the ſpecious maid. - 

He ſightd, he gaz'd, ſo fweetly fanil'd the dime; 

Yet ſighing, gazing, ſeem'd to ſcorn his flame, 

And, oft as virtue caught his wand'ring eye, 

A crimſon bluſh condemn'd the rifing ſigh, - 2 

Twas ſuch the ling'ring Tao jAN “s ſhame betray d, 

When Ma1a's ſon the frown-of Jove diſplay d: 

When wealth, fame, empire, could no balance prove, 

For the ſoft reign of D190, and of love. 
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Thus ill with arduous glory love coriſpires 3 
Soft tender flames with bold it Gr 
Some hov'ring doubts his anxious boſom mov'd, 
And virtue, zealous fair thoſe doubts improv'd. 
« Fly, fly, fond youth, the too-indulgent maid, 


Nor err, by ſuch fantaſtic ſcenes betray'd, ; 
Tho' in thy path the rugged thorn be ſeen, I 
And the dry turf diſcloſe a fainter green; 7 
Tho? no gay roſe, or flow 'ry product ſhine, L 
The barren ſurface ſtill conceals the mine. A 
Each thorn that threatens, ev'n the weed that grows T 
In virtue's path, ſuperior ſweets beſtows— & 

| 


Yet ſhou'd thoſe boaſted, ſpecious toys allure, 
W hence cou'd fond ſloth the flatt'ring gifts procure ? 
The various wealth that tempts thy fond defire, 

Tis I alone, her greateſt foe, acquire, | 
I from old ocean rob the treaſur'd \ſtore; 

I thro” each region latent gems explore; 
*Twas I the rugged brilliant firſt reveal'd, 

By num'rous ſtrata deep in earth conceal'd ; 
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"Tis I the furface yet refine, and ſho ? 
The modeſt gem's intrinſic charms to glow. 
Nor ſwells the grape, nor ſpires its feeble tree 
Without the firm ſupports of induſtry. * 

But grant we floth the ſcene herſelf has dran, 
The moſly grotto, and the flow'rylawny ” 
Let PH1LOMELA tune th' harmonious gale, 
And with each. breeze eternal ſweets exhale; 
Let gay Poxona light the plains around, 
And chuſe, for faireſt fruits, the favour'd ground; 
To bleſs the fertile vale ſhou'd virtue ceaſe, 
Nor moſly grots, nor flow'ry lawns cou'd pleaſe; 
Nor gay PoMONA's luſcious gifts avail, 
The ſound harmonious, or the ſpicy gale: 

Seeſt thou yon rocks in dreadful pomp ariſe, 
Whoſe rugged cliffs deform th* encircling ſkies? 7 
Thoſe fields, whence Pu d nus all their moiſture drains, 
And, tgo profuſely fond, diſrobes the plains ? 
When 1 vouchſaſe to tread the barren ſoil, A 
Thoſe rocks ſeem lpyely, and.thoſe deſerts ſmile... 
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The form thou view'ſt, to,ev'ry ſcene with eaſe 
| Transfers its charms, and ev'ry ſcene can pleaſe, 
| When I have on thoſe: pathleſs wilds appear d, 
And the lone wand'rer with my preſence cheer'd ; 


Thoſe cliffs the exile has with: pleaſure view d, 
And call'd that deſert bliſsful ſolitude! | 
Nor I alone to ſuch extend ray care: | 
Fair-blooming health ſurveys her altars there. 
Brown exerciſe. will lead thee where ſhe reigns, „ 
And with reflected luſtre gild the plains. 0 
With her, in flow'r of youth, and beauty's pride, 8 
Her offspring, calm content and peace, reſide. B 
One ready off'ring ſuits each neighb'ring ſhrine; A 
And all obey their laws, who praiſe mine. P, 


But health averſe from ſloth's ſmooth region flies; 


And, in her abſence, pleaſure droops and dies. H, 
Her bright companions, wirth, delight, repoſe, T 
Smile where ſhe ſmiles, and ſicken when ſhe goes. Ar 
A galaxy of pow'rs! whoſe forms appear An 


For ever-beauteous, and for ever near. TS 


F 
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Nor will ſoft ſleep to ſloth's requeſt incline, - ' 
He from her couches flies unbid to mine. bas aid 
Vain is the ſparkling bowl, the warbling ſtrain, 

Th' incentive ſong, the labour'd viand vain! 
Where ſhe relezitleſs reigns without controul; 
And checks each gay excurſion of the ſoul: 
Unmov'd, tho? beauty, deck'd in all its charms, 
Grace the rich' couch, and ſpread the ſofteſt arms : 
Till joyleſs indolence ſuggeſts deſires; | 
Or drugs are ſought to furniſh languid fires ; 
Such languid fires as'on the vitals prey, 
Barren of bliſs, but fertile of decay. 
As artful heats, apply'd to thirſty lands, 
Produce no flow'rs, and but debaſe the ſands. 
But let fair health her cheering ſmiles impart, 
How ſweet is nature, how ſuperfluous art! 
Tis ſhe the fountain's ready draught commends, 
And ſmooths the flinty couch which fortune lends, 
And when my hero from his toils retires, Nb 
Fills his gay boſom with unuſual fires, 
Vor. II. M 
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And, while no checks th' unbounded joy reprove, 


Aids and refines the genuine ſweets of love. 
His faireſt proſpe& riſing trophies frame; | | 
His ſweeteſt muſic is the voice of fame: — | 
Pleaſures to ſloth unknown ! ſhe never found ) 
How fair the proſpe&, or how ſweet the ſound. d 

See fame's gay ſtructure from yon ſummit charms, E 
And fires the manly breaſt to arts or arms: T 
Nor dread the ſteep. aſcent, by which you riſe 0 
From grov'ling vales to tow'rs which reach the ſkies. Pe 


Love, fame, eſteem, tis labour muſt acquire; N 
The ſmiling offspring of a rigid fire ! Ne 
To fix the friend, your fervice muſt be ſhewn ; 
All, ere they lov'd your merit, lov'd their own. As 

| That wond'ring Gzzz cz your portrait may admire, Hei 
That tuneful bards may ſtring for you their lyre, Ala 


Such, ſuch rewards tis toil alone can claim ! 
And the ſame column which diſplays to view 
The conqu'ror's name, diſplays the conqueſt too, 
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Tuns flow experience, tedious miſtreſi ! taught 
All that &er nobly ſpoke, or bravely fought, 
'Twas ſhe the patriot, ſhe the bard refin'd, 
In arts that-ſerve, proteft, or pleaſe mankind. 

Not the vain viſions of inactive ſchools, 

Not fancy's maxims, not opinion's rules, 

Fer form'd the man whole gen'rous warmth extends 
T' enrich his country, or to ſerve his friends. 

On active worth the laurel war beftows : 

Peace rears her olive for induſtrious brows : 

Nor earth, uncultur'd, yields its kind ſupplies : 

Nor heav'n, its ſhow'rs without a ſacrifice. 

See far below ſuch grov'ling ſcenes of ſhame, 
As lull to reſt I6navia's flumb'ring dame. 

Her friends, from all the toils of fame ſecure, 
Alas! inglorious, greater toils endure. 
Doom'd all to mourn, who in her cauſe engage, 
A youth enervate, and a painful age; 
\ ſickly fapleſs maſs, if reaſon flies; 
und, if ſhe linger, impotently wiſe | 
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A thoughtleſs train, who, pamper'd, fleck, and gay, 

Invite old age, and revel youth away; 

From life's freſh vigour move the load of care, 

And idly place it where they leaſt can bear. 

When to the mind, diſeas'd, for aid they fly, 

What kind refleftion ſhall the mind ſupply ? 

When, with loſt health, what ſhou'd the loſs allay, | 
Peace, peace is loſt: a comfortleſs decay! . 


But to my friends, when youth, when pleaſure flies, ; 
And earth's des bestes fads before their eyes, 
Throꝰ death's dark viſta flowery tracks are ſeen, 8 
Elyſian plains, and groves for ever green. A 
If oer their lives a refluent glance they caſt, 7 
Their's is the preſent who can praiſe the paſt. Cl 
| Life has its bliſs for theſe, when paſt its bloom, AL 
As wither'd roſes yield a late perfume. Th 
Serene, and ſafe from paſſion's ſtormy rage, Do 
How calm they glide into the port of age! Bo: 
E 


Of the rude voyage leſs depriv'd than cas'd ; 
More tir'd than pain'd, and weaken'd than diſeas'd. 
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For health on age, tis temp'rance muſt beſtow ; 
And peace from piety alone can flow ; 
And all the incenſe bounteous Jo vx requires, 
Has ſweets for him who feeds the ſacred fires, —- 

Sloth views the tow'rs of fame with envious eyes ; 

Deſirous ſtill, {till impotent to riſe. . 
Oft, when reſolv'd to gain thoſe bliſsful tow'rs, 
The penſive queen the dire aſcent explores, 
Comes onward, wafted by the balmy trees, 
Some filvan muſic, or ſome ſcented breeze: 
She turns her head, her own gay realm ſhe ſpies, - 
And all the ſhort-liv'd reſolution dies. 
Thus ſome fond inſect's fault'ring pinions wave, 
Claſp'd in its fav'rite ſweets, a laſting ſlave : 
And thus in vain theſe charming viſions pleaſe 
The wretch of glory, and the ſlave of calc; 
Doom'd ever in ignoble ſtate to pine, 
Boaſt her own ſcenes, and languiſh after mine, 

But ſhun her ſnares: nor let the world exclaim, 


Thy birth, which was thy glory, prov'd thy ſhame. 
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With early hope thine infant actions fir'd ; 
Let gen'rous toils reward with health thy days, 
- Prolong thy prime, and eternize thy praiſe. 
The bold exploit that charms th' atteſting age, 
To lateſt times ſhall gen'rous hearts engage ; 
And with that myrtle ſhall thy ſhrine be crown'd, 
With which, alive, thy graceful brows were bound : | 
Till time ſhall bid thy virtues freely bloom, 

And raiſe a temple where it found a tomb. 

Then in their feaſts thy name ſhall Gazcians join; 
Shall pour the ſparkling juice to Jove's and thine. 
Thine, us'd in war, ſhall raiſe their native fire ; 
Thine, us'd in peace, their mutual faith inſpire. 
Dulneſs perhaps, thro' want of ſight, may blame, 
And ſpleen, with odious induſtry, defame ; 
And that, the honours giv'n, with wonder view, 
And this, in ſecret ſadneſs own them due: 
Contempt and envy were by fate deſignꝰd 
The rival tyrants which divide mankind ; 
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Contempt, which none, but who deſerve, can bear ; 
While envy's wounds the ſmiles of fame repair. 
For know, the gen'rous thine exploits ſhall fire, 
Thine ev'ry friend it ſuits thee to require, 
Lov'd by the gods, and, till their ſeats I ſhew, - 
Lov'd by the good, their images below,” 


Ceaſe, lovely maid, fair daughter of the ſkies! | 
My guide! my queen} th' extatic youth replies. 
In thee I trace a form deſign'd for ſway ; 
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Which chiefs may court, and kings with pride obey. 


And by thy bright immortal friends I fivear, 
Lead me! O lead me where whole hoſts of foes, 
Thy form depreciate, and thy friends oppoſe! 
Welcome all toils th' inequal fates deeree, 
While toils endear thy faithful charge to thee. 
Such be my cares, to bind th' oppreſſive hand, | 
And cruſh the fetters of an injur'd land: 
ut uli 
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To ſee the monſter's noxious life reſign d, 
And tyrants quell'd, the monſters of mankind! 
A ea ata 
And none, but envy, riot unſubdu d. 
In cloiſter'd ſtate let ſelfiſh ſages dwell, 
Proud that their heart is narrow as their cell! 
And boaſt their mazy labyrinth of rules, 
Far leſs the friends of virtue, than the fools : 
Yet ſuch in vain thy fav'ring ſmiles pretend; 
For nz is thine, who proves his country's friend 
Thus when my life well-ſpent the good enjoy, 
And the mean envious labour to deſtroy ; 
When, ſtrongly lur'd by fame's contiguous _ 
I yet devote my choicer vows to thine; 
If all my toils thy promis'd favour claim, 
DO lead thy fav' rite thro” the gates of fame 

He ceas'd his vows, and, with diſdainful air, 
He turn'd to blaſt the late exulting fair, 
But vaniſh'd, fled to ſome more friendly ſhore, 
The conſcious phantom's beauty pleas'd no more : 
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Convinc'd, her ſpurious charms of dreſs and face 
Claim'd a quick conqueſt, or a ſure diſgrace. 
Fantaſtic pow'r! whoſe tranſient charms allur'd, 
While error's miſt the reas'ning mind obſcur'd : 
Not ſuch the victreſs, virtue's conſtant queen, 
Endur'd the teſt of truth, and dar'd be ſeen, 

Her bright'ning form and features ſeem'd to own, 
'Twas all her wiſh, her int'reſt to be known : 


And when his longing view the fair declin'd, 
Left a full image of her charms behind, 

Thus reigns the moon, with furtive ſplendor crown'd, 
While glooms oppreſs us, and thick ſhades ſurround, 
But let the ſource of light its beams diſplay, 

Languid and faint the mimic flames decay, 
And all the ſick'ning ſplendor fades away. 
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THE PROGRESS OF TASTE; 
OR, 


THE FATE OF DELICACY. 


A POEM ON THE TEMPER AND STUDIES OF THE 
AUTHOR; AND HOW GREAT A MISFOR= 
TUNE 1T 18, FOR A MAN OF 8MALL 
ESTATE TO HAVE MUCH TASTE. 


PART THE FIRST, 


Pzrnars ſome cloud eclips'd the day, 
When thus I tun'd my penſive lay. 

The ſhip is launch'd—we catch the gale— 
On life's extended ocean fail : 

For happineſs our courſe we bend, 

Our ardent cry, our general end! 
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Yet ah! the ſcenes which tempt our care 

Are like the forms diſpers'd in air, 

Still dancing near diſorder'd eyes; 

And weakeſt his, who beſt deſcries ! 
Yet let me not my birth-right barter, 
(For wiſhing is the poet's charter ; 

All bards have leave to wiſh what's wanted, 

Tho' few &'er found their wiſhes granted; 

Extenſive field ! where poets pride them 

In ſinging all that is deny'd them.) 
For humble eaſe, ye pow'rs!. I pray; 

That plain warm ſuit for ev'ry day! 

And pleaſure, and brocade, beſtow ; 

To flaunt it once a month, or ſo. 

The firſt for conſtant wear we want; 

The firſt, ye pow'rs! for ever grant! 

But conſtant wear the laſt beſpatters, 

And turns the tiſſue into tatters. 

Where'er my vagrant courſe I bend, 
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Let me, in public ſcenes, requeſt 

A friend of wit and taſte, well dreſs'd : 
And, if I muſt not hope ſuch favor, 

A friend of wit and taſte, however. 
Alas ! that wiſdom ever ſhuns 

To congregate her ſcatter d ſons ; 

Whoſe nervous forces well combin'd, 

Would win the field, and ſway mankind. 

The fool will ſqueeze, from morn to night, 

To fix his follies full in ſight ; 

The note he ſtrikes, the plume he ſhows, 

Attract whole flights of fops and beaux; 

And kindred-fools, who ne'er had known him, 

Flock at the ſight, careſs, and own him; 

But ill-ſtar'd ſenſe, nor gay nor loud, 

| Steals ſoft on tip- toe, thro' the crowd: 
Conveys his meagre form between; 

And lides like pervious air, unſeen : 

Contracts his known tenuity, 

As though twere ev'n a crime, to be: 
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Nor ev'n permits his eyes to ſtray, 
And win acquaintance in their way, 

In company, ſo mean his air, 
You ſcarce are conſcious he is there : 
'Till from ſome nook, like ſharpen'd ſteel, 
Occurs his face's thin profile, 
Still ſeeming, from the gazer's eye, 
Like Vexvs, newly bath'd, to fly. 
Yet while reluQant he diſplays 
His real gems before the blaze, 
The fool hath, in its center, plac'd 
His tawdry ſtock of painted paſte, 
Diſus'd to ſpeak, he tries his {kill ; - , 
Speaks coldly, and ſucceeds but ill; 
His penſive manner, dulneſs deem'd ; 
His modeſty, reſerve eſteem'd; 
His wit unknown, his learning vain, 
He wins not one of all the train. 
And thoſe who, mutually known, 
In friendſhip's faireſt liſt had ſhone, 


* 
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Leſs prone, than pebbles, to unite, 
Retire to ſhades from public ſight ; 
Grow ſavage, quit their ſocial nature; 


And ſtarve, to ſtudy mutual ſatire. 
But friends, and fav'rites, to chagrin them, 
Find counties, countries, ſeas between them : 


Meet once a year, then part, and then 
Retiring, wiſh to meet again. 

Sick of the thought, let me provide 
Some human form to grace my fide; 
At hand, where'er I ſhape my courſe ; 
An uſeful, pliant, talking-horſe ! 

No geſture free from ſome grimace ; 
No ſeam, without its ſhare of lace ; 
But, mark'd with gold or filver either, 
Hint where his coat was piec'd together. 
His legs be lengthen'd, I adviſe, _ 
And ſtockings roll'd abridge his thighs. 
What tho' VAN Dyck had other rules, 
What had Vanpyck to do with fools? 
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Be nothing wanting, but his mind; 

' Before, a ſolitaire; behind, 

A twiſted ribbon, like the track 

Which nature gives an afs's back. 

Silent as midnight! pity 'twere 

His wiſdom's ſlender wealth to ſhare ! 

And, whilſt in flocks our fancies ſtray, 

To wiſh the poor man's lamb away. 
This form attrating ev'ry eye, 

I ſtroll all unregarded by: 

This wards the jokes of ev'ry kind, 

As an umbrella ſun or wind ; 

Or, like a ſponge, abſorbs the ſallies, 

And peſtilential fumes of malice; 

Or like a ſplendid ſhield is fit 

To ſcreen the templar's random wit 3 

As wool-packs quaſh the leaden ball. 
Alluſions theſe of weaker force, 
And apter ſtill the ſtalking-borſe ! 
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O let me wander all unſeen, 
Beneath the ſanction of his mien ! 
As lilies ſoft, as roſes fair 
Empty as air-pumps drain'd of air ! 
With ſteady eye and pace remark 
The ſpeckled flock that haunts the park e; 
Level my pen with wond'rous heed 
At follies, flocking there to feed : 
And, as my ſatire burſts amain, 
See feather'd fopp'ry ſtrew the plain: 

But when I ſeek my rural grove, 
And ſhare the peaceful haunts I love, 
Let none of this unhallow'd train 
My ſweet ſequeſter'd paths profane, N 
Oft may ſome poliſh'd virtuous friend 
To theſe ſoft-winding vales deſcend ; 
And love with me inglorious things, 
And ſcorn with me the pomp of kings: 
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For ſtatues, paintings, coins and urns. 
For I in Dawoy's-pray'r cou'd join, 
And Damon's wiſh might now be mine— 


But all diſpers'd! the wiſh, the pray'r, 
Are driv'n to mix with common air, 


PART THE SECOND. | 


How happy once was Dauox's lot, 

While yet romantic ſchemes were not ! 

Ere yet he ſent his weakly eyes, 

To plan frail caſtles in the ſkies; 

— lope ang 

To court « blaze, ſtill flitting from one. 
Ah happy Dauox! thrice and more, 

Had taſte ne er touch'd thy tranquil ſhore; 
Oh days! when to a girdle ty d 

The couples jingled at his fide ; 

Vor- II. ä if + 
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And Damon fwore he would not barter | 
The ſportſman's girdle; for a garter! 
| Whoever came to kill an hour, 
Found eaſy Dawon in their pow'r ; 
Pure ſocial nature all his guide, 
© Damon had not a grain of pride.“ 
He wiſh'd not to elude the ſnares 
Which knav'ry plans, and craft prepares; 
But rather wealth to crown their wiles, 
And win their univerſal ſmiles : 
For who are cheerful, who at caſe, 
But they who cheat us as they pleaſe ? | 
He wink'd at many a groſs deſign, 
The new-fall'n calf might countermine: 
Thus ev'ry fool allow'd his merit ; 
t Yes! Danon had a gen'rous fpirit !” 
A coxcomb's jeſt, however vile, 
Was ſure, at leaſt, of Dauox's ſmile: 
That coxcomb ne'er deny'd him ſenſe ; 
For why ? it prov'd his own pretence : 
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All own'd, were modeſty away, 
Dauox cou'd ſhine as much as they. 
Dauox ne'er ſtrove to fave his reaſon ; 


Obnoxious to the mad uproar: | 


A ſpy upon a hoſtile ſhore? 

'Twas this his company endear'd : 

Mirth never came till he appear d: 

His lodgings—ev'rty draw'r cou'd ſhew em; 


The ſlave was kick'd, who did not know em. 


Thus Damon, ſtudious of his caſe, 
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And pleaſing all, whom mirth cou'd pleaſe; © 


Defy'd the world, like idle CoLLer, 
To ſhew a ſofter word than folly, 
Since wiſdom's gorgon-ſhield was known | 
To ſtare the gazer into ſtone ; 57 8 
He choſe to truſt in folly's charm, 
To keep his breaſt alive and warm, 

At length grave-learning's ſober train 
Remark'd the trifler with diſdain'; 

ifia Win » * 
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The ſons of taſte contemn'd his ways, 
And rank'd him with the. brutes that graze : 
While they to nobler heights aſpir d, 
And grew belov'd, eſteem'd, admird. 
Hence with our youth, not void of ſpirit, 
His old companions loſt their merit : 
And ev'ry kind well-natur'd fot 
Seem'd a dull play, without a plot ; 
Where ev'ry yawning gueſt agrees, 
The willing creature ſtrives to pleaſe : 
But temper never could amuſe; 
It barely led us to excuſe ; 
Twas true, oonverſing they aver d, 
All they had ſeen, or felt, or heard: 
Talents of weight ! for wights like theſe, 
The law might chuſe for witneſſes : 
But ſure th' atteſting dry narration 
Ill ſuits a judge of converſation. 
* What were their freedoms ? mere excuſes 
To vent ill manners, blows and bruiſes, 
#* Boiſterous mirth, 
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Yet freedom, gallant freedom! hailing, 
At form, at form, inceſſant railing, 
Would they examine each offence, . 
Its latent cauſe, its known pretence, 
Punctilio ne'er was known to breed em, 
So ſure as fond prolific freedom, 
Their courage ? but a loaded gun; 
Machine the wiſe wou'd wiſh to ſhun 7 

Its guard unſafe, its lock an ill one 

Where accident might fire and kill one. 

In ſhort, diſguſted out of meaſure, 
Thro' much contempt, and ſlender pleaſure, 
His ſenſe of dignity returns ; | 
With native pride his boſom burns; 

He ſeeks reſpett - hut how to gain it ? 
Wit, ſocial. mirth, cou'd neer obtain it : 
And laughter, Where it reigns uncheek'd, 
Diſcards and diſſipates teſpeft. 

The man who gravely bows, enjoys it ; 
But ſhaking hands, at once, deſtroys it. 
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Precarious plant, which, freſh and gay, 
Shrinks at the touch, and fades away ! 
Baniſh contempt, and curſt diſdain, 

Teach me, he cry'd, thy magic art 

To aft the decent diſtant part: 

To huſband well my complaiſance, 

Nor let ev'n wit too far advance; 

But chuſe calm reaſon for my theme. 

In theſe her royal realms ſupreme-; 

And o'er her charms, with caution ſhewn, _ . 
Be ſtill a graceful. umbrage thrown ; 

And each abrupter period crown d. 
With nods, and:winks, and ſmiles profound, 
Till reſcu'd from the crowd beneath, 
No more with pain to move or breathe, . 
$alubrious draughts of purer air. 
Reſpett is won by grave pretence 
And filenee, ſurer ev'n than ſenſe— 
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'Tis hence the facred grandeur fprings 
Or whence this awe to virtue due, 
While virtue's diſtant as Px RU 
The ſheathleſs fword the guard diſplays, 
Which round emits its dazzling rays ; 
The ſtately fort, the turrets tall, 
Portcullis'd gate, and battled wall, 

Leſs ſcreens the body, than controuls, 
And wards contempt from royal ſouls, 

The crowns they wear but check the eye, 
Before it fondly pierce too nigh ; 

That dazzled crowds may be employ'd 
Around the ſurface of—the void. 

O! *tis the ſtateſman's craft profound 
To ſcatter his amuſements round; 

To tempt us from their conſcious breaſt, 
Where full-fledg'd crimes enjoy their neſt. 
Nor awes us every worth reveal'd, 

So deeply, as each vice conceal'd. 
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The lordly log, diſpatch'd of yore, 
| That the frog people might adore, -- + 
With guards to keep them at a diſtance, 
Had reign'd, nor wanted wit's aſſiſtance : 
Nay—had addreſſes from his nation, 
In praiſe of log-adminiſtration. | 


PART THE THIRD» 


Tux buoyant fires of youth were o'er, ' 
And fame and finery pleas'd no more ; 
ProduQtive of that gen'ral ſtare, 
Which cool reflection ill can bear 
And, crowds commencing mere vexation, 
Retirement ſent its invitation. 
Romantic ſcenes of pendent hills, 
And verdant vales, and falling rills, 
And moſly banks the fields adorn, 
Where Danon, ſimple ſwain, was born, 
The dryads rear'd a ſhady grove ; | 
Where ſuch as think, and ſuch as love, 
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May ſafely ſigh their ſummer's day; 

Or muſe their filent hours away. - 
The oreads lik'd the climate well; 

And taught the level plain to ſwell 

Might all their larger works deſcry. - 
The naiads pour'd their urns around, 

From nodding rocks o'er vales profound. 

They form'd their ſtreams to pleaſe the view, 

And bade them wind, as ſerpents do: 

And having ſhewn them where to ſtray, 

Threw little pebbles in their way. 
Theſe fancy, all-fagacious maid, 

Had at their ſeveral taſks ſurvey d: 

She ſaw and ſmil'd; and oft would lead 

Our Dauox's foot o'er hill and mead ; 

There, with deſcriptive finger, trace 

The genuine beauties of the place ; 

And when ſhe all its charms had ſhewn, 

Preſcribe improvements of her on. 
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« See yonder hill, ſo green, ſo round, 
Its brow with ambient beeches crown'd ! | 
*Twould well become thy gentle care £ 
To raiſe a dome to Venus there: 

Pleas'd would the nymphs thy zeal ſurvey ; 
And VxNus, in their arms, repay. 

*T was ſuch a ſhade, and ſuch a nook, 

In ſuch a vale, near ſuch a brook ; 

From ſuch a rocky fragment ſpringing ; | 
That fam'd Aro To choſe, to ſing in. 
There let an altar wrought with art 
Engage thy tuneful patron's heart. 

How charming there to muſe and warble 
Beneath his buſt of breathing marble ! 
With laurel wreath and mimic lyre, 

That crown a poet's vaſt deſire. 

Then, near it, ſcoop the vaulted cel! 
Where muſic's ® charming maids may dwell ; 


The muſes. 
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Prone to indulge thy tender paſſion, - 

Deep in the grove's obſcure retreat 

Be plac'd Mixnzava's facred feat ; 

There let her aweful turrets ride, 

(For wiſdom. flies from vulgar eyes :) 

There her calm diQates ſhalt thou hear 

Diſtinctly ſtrike thy liR'ning ear: 

And who would ſhun the pleafing labour, 

To have Mixzxva for his neighbour ?'*- 
In ſhort, ſo charm'd each wild ſuggeſtion, 

Its truth was little call'd in queſtion : _ 

And Daxon dreamt he ſaw the Fauns, 

And Nymphs, diſtinctly, ſkim the lawns; 

Now trac'd amid the trees, and then 

Loſt in the circling ſhades again. 

With leer oblique their lover viewing— 

And Cur1n—panting—and purſuing— 

Fancy, enchanting fair, he cry'd, : 

Be thou my goddeſs ! thou my guide! 
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For thy bright viſions I defpiſe 
What foes may think; er friends adviſe, 
The feign'd concern, when folks ſurvey 
Expence, time, ſtudy caſt away; 
The real ſpleen, with which they ſee : 
I pleaſe myſelf, and follow thee. 

Thus glow'd his breaſt by fancy warm'd ; 
And thus the fairy landſcape charm'd, 
But moſt he hop'd his conſtant care 
Might win the favor of the fair ; 
And, wand'ring late thro' yonder glade, 
He thus the ſoft deſign betray'd. 

« Ye doves! for whom I rear'd tlie grove, 
With melting lays falute my love l 
My DrTIA with your notes detain, 
Or I have rear'd the grove in vain ! 
Ye flow'rs! which early ſpring ſupplies, 
Diſplay at once your brighteſt dyes ! 
That ſhe your op'ning charms may ſee ; 
Or what were elſe your charms to me ? 
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Kind zephyr! bruſh each fragrant flow'r, 
And ſhed its odours round my bow'r, 
Or ne'er again, O gentle wind l 
Shall I, in thee, refreſhment find, 
Ye ſtreams,” if -&'er your banks I lov'd, 
If e er your native ſounds improv'd, 
May each ſoft murmur ſooth my fair; 
Or oh 'twill deepen my deſpair ! 
Be ſure, ye willows! you be ſeen 
Array'd in livelieſt robes of green; 
Or I will tear-your lighted bought, +" * 
And let them fade around my brows. 
And thou, my grot ! whoſe lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine ſurrounds ! | 
May ſhe admire thy peaceful gloom, 
Or thou ſhalt prove her lover's tomb.” 
And now the lofty-domes were rear'd; 
Loud laugh'd the ſquires, the rabble ſtar d. 


“See, neighbours, REN) 


1 think ſome folks are fond of ruin! 
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I faw his ſheep at random ſtray— ' 
But he has thrown. his erook away— 
And builds ſuch huts, as, in foul weather, 

Are fit for ſheep nor ſhepherd neither,” 

Whence came the ſober ſwain miſled ? 

Why, Pnazus put it in his head. 
PuaBvus befriends him, we are told 
And Px azvus coins bright tuns of gold, 
*Twere prudent not to be fo vain on't, 
I think he'll never touch a grain on't, 
And if, from Pñœ nus, and his muſe, 

Mere earthly lazineſs enſues ; 
"Tis plain, for aught that I can fay, 
The dev'l inſpires, as well as they. 
So they—while fools of groſſer kind, 
Leſs weeting what our bard deſign'd, 
Impute his ſchemes to real evil'; 
That in theſe haunts he met the devil. 
He own'd, tho! their advice was vain, 
It ſuited wights who trod the plain: 
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For dullnefs—tho' he might abhor it— 

In them, he made allowance for it. 

Nor wonder'd, if beholding mottos, 

And urns, and domes, and cells, and grottos, 
Folks, little dreaming of the mules, - | 
Were plagu'd to gueſs their proper uſes. 

But did the muſes haunt his cell ? 

Or in his dome did VI MODs dwell ? + 

Did PaLLas in his counſels ſhare ? 

The Delian god reward his pray'r? 

Or did his zeal engage the fair ? 

When all the ſtructure ſhone complete; 

Not much convenient, wond'rous neat ; 
Adorn'd with gilding, painting, planting, © 
And the fair gueſts alone were wanting; 
Ah me! ('twas DAuo x's own confeſſion) - 
Came poverty and took poſſeſſion. 
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PART THE FOURTH- 

Why aroops my DanoNn, whilſt he roves 
| Thro' ornamented meads and groves ? 

Near columns, obeliſks, and ſpires, 

Which ev'xy critic eye admires? 7 

Tis poverty, deteſted maid, 

Sole tenant of their ample ſhade 

Tis ſhe, that robs him of his caſe ; 

And bids their very charms diſpleaſe. 
But now, by fancy long controul'd, 

And with the ſons of taſte enroll'd, 

He deem'd it ſhameful, to commence 

Firſt miniſter to common-ſenſe : 

Far more elated, to purſue 

The loweſt talk of dear vertũ. 

And now behold his lofty ſoul, 
That whilom flew from pole to pole, 
Settle on ſome elaborate flow'r ; 
And, like a bee, the ſweets devour ! 


— 
” 
* 
A _ 
- 
_ 


Now, of a roſs enamour'd, pfẽj,ẽjꝭẽöU 1 / 
The wild folicitudes of love? (1 | 
No, in a lily's cup-enſhrin'd; 0 * 
Forego the commerce of man kind! 
The calm remainder of his dj; 
ConduRting ſun, and ſhade, and ſhow-r. s 
As moſt might glad the neu- born flour, 
So fate ordain d- beſore his eye . 
Starts up the long · ſought burterſly ! aN bf 
While flutt'ring round, her plumes unfold | 
Adieu, ye bands of flow'rets fair! 
The living beauty claims his care? : 
For this he ſtripenor bolt, nor chain, 
Cou'd Daun warm purſuit reſtram. 
See him ofer hill, morals,” or mound, 
Where'er the ſpeckled game is found, 
Tho” bent with age, with zeal purſue; 
Vor. II, 0 
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Intent upon the bleſl ward l 

One vaſſal fly repays the chaſe l 

A wing, a film, rewards the race! 

And in a fatal ſurfeit ene. 

So fierce Can LA ſkim'd the plain, 

Smit with the purple's pleaſing ſtain, 

She ey d intent the glitt'ring ſtranger, 

And knew, alas ! nor fear, nor danger: 

Till deep within her panting heart 

Malicious fate impell'd the dart! 

How ſtudious he what favy'rite food 

Regales dame nature's tiny brood ! 

What junkets fat the filmy people 

And what liqueurs they chuſe to tipple l 
Behold him, at ſome criſe, preſcribe, 

And raiſe with drugs the fick'ning tribe 

Or haply, when their ſpirits fau'ter, 


Nor rock, nor ſtream, his ſteps retard, 


Sprinkling my Lord of CLoynz's tar-water. 


M* 
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See how he pimps for am'rous flies! 
See him the timely fuccour lend herr,. 
And help the wantons to engender! ! 

Or ſee him guard their ee, aa J 
Exert his ſoft obſtetric power: ; N. 

And, lending each his lenient hand, ; 

With new-born grubs enrich the land! 
* O Wilks! what poet's loftieſt lays 

Can match thy. labours, and thy praiſe ? 7 

Immortal fage ! by fate decreed | 
To guard the moth's illuſtrious breed ; 
Till flutt'ring ſwarms on {warms ariſe, - 
And all our wardrobes teem with flies!” 

And muſt we praiſe this taſte for toys 7 
Admire it then in girls and boy... | 
Ye youths of fifteen years, or more, 

Reſign your moths—the ſeaſon's o'er. 
* Alluding to moths and butterflies delineated by Tan fabens 
Wilks, See his very expenſive propoſals. 
O 2 
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'Tis time more ſocial joys to prove: iP 
Let e ehes ore deeply vn; 
Nor ſlighting nature's faireſt form, . 
The bias of your ſouls determine 
Tow'rds the mean love of nature's vermin. 
But ah! how wond'rous few have known, 
To give each ſtage of life its own. 
'Tis the pretexta's utmoſt bound, 
With radiant purple edg'd around, 
To pleaſe the child; whoſe glowing dyes 
Too long delight maturer eyes: | 
And few, but with regret, aſſume 
The plainwwrought labours of the loom. 
| Ah! let not me by fancy ſteer, 
When life's autumnal clouds appear; 
Nor ev'n in learning's long delays 
Like him, who ſhould in armour ſpend 
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Awhile, in pleaſure's myrtle bow'r, 
We ſhare her ſmiles, and bleſs her po] r: 
But find at laſt, e vainly ftrive - - 7 
To fix the worſt ooquette alive. | 
O you! that with aſſiduous flame 
Have long purſu'd the faithleſs dame ; 
Forlake. her ſoft abodes awhile, 
And dare her frown, and flight ber ſmile. 
: Nor ſcorn, whatever wits may ſay, _ 
The foot-path road, the king's highway. 
No more the ſcrup'lous charmer teaze, 
But ſeek the roofs of honeſt eaſe; - 
The rival fair, no more purſu d. 
Shall there with forward pace intrude ; 
Shall there her ev'ry art eſſa yr, 
To win you to her lighted fway 3 - * 
And grant your ſcorn a glance more fair * 
Than e' er ſhe gave your fondeſt pray r. 
Partake both eaſe, and pleaſure too ß R 
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Would you, thro” all your days, diſpenſe © 
The joys of reaſon, and of ſenſe ? 

Or give to life the moſt you-can ? 

Let ſocial virtue ſhape the plan. 

For does not to the virtuous deed 

A train of pleaſing ſweets ſucceed ? | 

Or like the ſweets of wild deſire, 

Did ſocial pleaſures ever tire ? 

Yet midſt the groupe be ſome prefer d, 
Be ſome abhor'd=for Dawon err'd: | 
And ſuch there are—of fair addreſs— 

As 'twere unſocial to careſs, 

O learn by reaſon's equal rule - 

To ſhun the praiſe of knave, or fool! 

Then, tho' you deem it better Rill - 

To gain ſome ruſtic *ſquire's good will ; 
Like features, brighten by a {mile ; 

Yet reaſon holds it for a crime, 

' The trivial breaſt ſhould ſhare thy time : / 


| 
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And virtue; with reluftant eye, bs Mad n 

Beholds this human faerifice!- ! 
Throꝰ deep teſerve, and air erect, 

Miſtaken Dauon won reſpeft z: 

But cou d the ſpecious homage pad. 

With any creature, but an aſs ? | * 

If conſcious, they who fear d the ſæin, 

Wou' d ſcorn the ſlugziſh brute within. 

What awe-ſtruck ſlaves the tow'rs encloſe,” __ | 

Where Perſian monarchs eat, and done 

To pay a prince they never ſee! 

Mere vaſſals of a royal throne! 

The ſophi's virtues muſt be ſhewn, '- 

To make the reverence his Om. ) 

Thy bride without a portion ? take her-. 

She will with duteous care attend. 

And all thy penſive hours befriend; . 


"4 
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Will fell thy joys, will ſhare thy pain: 
With thee rejoice, wich thes complain z 


Win ſmooth thy pillow, pleat thy bow'rs, 


And bind thine aching head with flow'rs. = 


But be this previous maxim known 
If thou can'ſt feed on love alone: 
If, bleſt with her, thou canſt ſuſtain 
Contempt, and poverty, and pain: 
If ſo—then rifle all her graces—-— 
And fruitful be your fond embraces ! 
Too ſoon, by caitiff-ſpleen inſpir'd, 
Sage Danon to his groves retir'd : 
The path diſclaim'd by ſober reaſon ; 
Retirement claims a later ſeaſon ; 
Ere active youth and warm defires 


With the warm boſom, ill agree, \ 
Or limpid ſtream, or ſhady tree. 
Love lurks within the roſy bow'r, _ 
And claims the ſpeculative hour ; 
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Ambition finds his calm retreat, =” 
Ev'n ſocial friendſhip duns his ear, 
And cites him to the public ſphere, - 
Does he reſiſt their genuine force ? 
His temper takes ſome froward courſe ; 
Till paſſion, miſdirected, ſighs 
For weeds, or ſhells, or grubs, or flies! 
Far happieſt he, whol euty days 
Spent in the ſocial paths of praiſe, 
Leave, fairly printed on his mind, 
A train of virtuous deeds behind : 
From this rich fund, the mem'ry draws 
The laſting meed of ſelF-applauſe. 
To people the ſequeſter'd ſhade. 
Such are the naiads, nymphs, and fauns, 
That haunt his floods, or cheer his lawns. 
If where his devious ramble ſtrays, 
He virtue's radiant form ſurveys; 
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” She ſeems no longer now to wer 
The rigid mien, the frown ſevere 3 * 
To ſhew him her remote abode ; - 
To point the rocky arduous road : - | 
But from each flower, his fields allow, 
She twines a garland for his brow... . 


* Alluding to- the allegory in Cznx8's tablet. 


MORAL: PIBCES: | 
ECONOMY, Ale 
A RHAPSODY, 
Abbt TO roune rorrs. 
. Inſanis ; omnes gelidis quicunqut lacernis 
Cunt tibi, Tus eden vides. Maxr. 
| IMITATION, on 


8 
In garments that ſcarce fence them from the cold, 
Our Oi d cur Vitghyou et 


PART THE" FIRST: 


” * 


To you, ye bards ] whoſe laviſh breaſt requires 
This monitory lay, the ſtrains belong; 
Nor think ſome miſer vents his ſapient ſaw, 
Or ſome dull cit, unfeeling of the charms 


That tempt profuſion, ſings ; while friendly l, 
To guard from fatal ill the tribe kel 
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Inſpires the meaneſt of the muſe's train ! 
Like you I loathe the groveling progeny, 

_ Whoſe wily arts, by creeping time matur'd, 
Advance them high on pow'rs tyrannic throne; | 
To lord it there in gorgeous ulelefſnes, = 
And ſpurn ſuccelsleſs worth that pines below! | 


See the rich churl, admid the ſocial ſons 
Of wine and wit, regaling ! hark he joins 
In the free jeſt delighted! ſeems to ſhew 
A meliorated heart ! he laughs ! he ſings! 
Song of gay import, madrigals of glee, 
And drunken anthems, ſet agape the board. 
Like * Dznz4, in the play, benign and * 
And pouring forth benevolence of ſoul, N 
Till Micro n or, in SyaxesraAn's line, 
Obſtrep'rous SIE NH N; drowning Su AlL voice 
And _ n and his mad way nn 


eee | | 
+ Juſtice Silence, in Shakeſpear's Henry IVth, ſecond part. 
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To ſmooth his careful brow;/to.let/his puls 
Ope to a ſixpence's diameter; ug amides 
mmm T 
Are ways of pleaſaunce, nnn * 0 
True, we are dainty good ſociety, | | 
But what art thou ? het latter en i fla ME 
Thou bane of ſocial pleafure, know thyſelf. 
Thy fell approach, like ſome invaſive damp | 
Breath'd thro” the pores of earth from Stygian caves, 
Deſtroys the lamp of mirth ; the lamp which we 
Its lamens boaſt to guard: we know not how, © 
But at thy fight the fading flame afſumes 
A ghaſtly blue, and in a ſtench expires, 

True, thou ſeem'ſt chang'd ; all fainted, all end; 
The trembling tears that charge thy melting eyes 
Say thou art honeſt, an emma | 
But all is falſe ! an intermitting ſigh 
Condemns each hour, each moment giv'n to ſmiles, 
And deems thoſe only loſt, thou doſt not loſe. | 


oT 
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Ev'n for a demi-groat, this open'd ſoul, | | 

_ Revibrates quick; and ſends the tuneful tongue 

To laviſh muſic on the rugged walls 

Of ſome dark dungeon. Hence thou caitiff, fly ! | 
Touch not my glaſs, nor drain my ſacred bowl, 

Monſter, ingrate ! beneath one common ſky 

Why ſhould'ſt thou breathe ; beneath one common roof 

Thou ne'er ſhalt harbour; nor my little bot 

Receive a ſoul with crimes to preſs it down. 

Go to thy bags, thou recreant ! hourly go, 

And gazing there, bid them be wit, be mir, 

Be converſation. Not a face that miles 


Admit thy preſence! not a foul that glows | 
Wirk ſocial purport, bid or ev'n or mon 
Inveſt thee happy! but when life declines, h 
May thy ſure heirs ſtand titt'ring round thy bed, - I 
And uſh'ring in their fay'rites, burſt thy locks, I 
And fill their laps with gold; till want and care Ir 


With joy depart, and cry, © We aſk no more.“ 
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Ah never, never may th' harmonious mind 
Of guile, diſtraſtleſs, ſcorn the treaſur'd gold. 
And ſpurn the miſer, ſpurn his deity, © 
Balanc'd with friendſhip, in the poet's ey⁸e 
The rival ſcale of intereſt kicks the bem  // 
Than lightning ſwifter. From his cavern'd ſtore 
The fordid ſoul, with ſelf-applauſe, remake 
The kind propenſity ; remarks and miles, 
Him we deride, and in our comic ſcenes - e 
Contemn the niggard form MolizAE has drawn. | 
To bow the knee before this calf of gold ; | 
Implore his envious aid, and meet his frown! 

But tis not G our z, 'tis not he whole heart 

Is cruſted o'er with droſs, whoſe callous mine 
Js ſenſeleſs as his gold, the lighted muſe 
Intenſely loathes, Tis ſure no equal taſk 

To pardon him, who laviſhes his wealth © © 


8s MORAL: PLECES. 


- 


But human merit; who with-gold eſſays.) s 
The wants of genius, and its ſmiles enjoy. 
But you, ye titled youths ! whoſe nobler zeal 
Would burniſh o'er your coronets with fame: 
| Wholliſten/pleas'd/when poet tunes bis lay 3 
Permit him not, in diſtant ſolitudes 
To pine, to languiſh out the fleeting hours 2 
Of active youth ! then virtue pants for praiſe, 
| That ſeaſon unadorn'd, the careleſy bard 
Quits your worn threſhold, and like honeſt Gar 
Your favors then, like trophies giv'n the tomb, 
Th? enfranchis d ſpirit ſoaring not perceives, 
Or ſcorns perceiv'd ; and execrates the ſmile 
Which bade his vig'rous blogm, to treacherous hopes 
And ſervile cares a prey, expire in vain | _ 
Too lawleſs pow'rs, engag'd by mutual hate 
In endleſs war, beneath their flags enroll 
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The vaſſal world. This avarice is nam'd, 

That luxury; tis true their partial friends 

Aſſign them ſofter names; uſurpers both 

That ſhare by dint of arms the legal throne 

Of juſt œconomy yet both betray d 

By fraudful miniſters. The niggard chief 

Liſ'ning to want, all faithleſs, and prepar'd - 

To join each moment in his rival's train, 

His conduct models by the needleſs ſears 

The ſlave inſpires; while luxury; a chief 

Of ampleſt faith, to plenty's rule reſigns fi 4 

His whole campaign. Tis plenty's flatt'ring ſounds 

Engroſs his ear; tis plenty's ſmiling form 

Moves ſtill before his eye. Diſcretion ſtrives, 

But ſtrives in vain, to baniſh-from the throne 

The perjur'd minion. _ He, fecure of truſt, - | 

With latent malice to the hoſtile camp off 

Day, night, and hour, his monareh's wealth) conveys. 
Ye tow'ring minds l ye ſublimated fouls! ! 

Who careleſ of your fortunes, mas 

Vor. II, P 
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Set, let, contract, acquit, with eaſier mien 


Than fops take ſnuff! whoſe ceconomic care 


Your green-filk purſe engroſles! eaſy, pleas'd, 


| To ſee gold ſparkle thro? the ſubtle folds;. 
Lovely, as when th' Heſperian fruitage ſmil'd 
Amid the verd'rous grove! who fondly hope 
Spontaneous harveſts! harveſts all the year ! 
Who ſcatter wealth, as tho? the radiant crop 
Glitter'd on ev'ry bough ; and ev'ry bough, 
Like that the Trojan gather'd, once avuls'd 
Were by a ſplendid ſucceſſor ſupply'd 
Inſtant, ſpontaneous ! liſten to my lays. 
For 'tis not fools, ' whate'er proverbial phraſe 
Have long decreed, that quit with greateſt caſe 
The treaſur'd gold. Of words indeed profule, 
Of gold tenacious, their torpeſcent ſoul 
Clenches their coin, and what eleQral fire 
Shall ſolve the froſty gripe, and bid it flow? 
'Tis genius, fancy, that to wild expence 

Of health! of treaſure! ſtimulates the ſoul : 
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Theſe, with officious care, and fatal art, 
Improve the vinous flavour; theſe the ſmile 
Of Cros foften;; theſe the glare of dreſs 
Illume ; the glitt ring chariot gild anew, 
And add ſtrange wiſdom to the furs of pow'r. 

Alas! that he, amid the race of men, 
That he, who thinks of pureſt gold with ſcorn, 
Shou'd with unſated appetite demand; 
And vainly court'the pleaſure it procures! 
When fancy's vivid ſpark impels the foul 
To ſcorn quotidian ſcenes, to ſpurn the bliſs 
Of vulgar minds, what noſtrum ſhall compoſe - 
Its fatal tenſion ? in what lonely vale 
Of balmy med'cine's various field, aſpires 
The bleſt refrigerant? Vain, ah vain-the hope 
Of future peace, this-orgaſm uncontroul'd ! : 
Impatient, hence, of all the frugal mind 
Requires; to eat, to drink, to ſleep, to fill 
A cheſt with gold, the ſprightly breaſt demands 
Inceſſant rapture; life, a tedious load 

P 2 
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Amidſt the bloom of ſhow. The ſcanty ſtream 
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Deny'd its continuity of qoy. 

But whence obtain ? philoſophy requires 

No laviſh coſt ; to crown its utmoſt pray'r 
Suffice the root-built cell, the ſimple fleece, 
The juicy viand, and the cryſtal ſtream. 

Ev'n mild ſtupidity rewards her train 

With cheap contentment. Taſte alone requires 
Entire profuſion ! Days and nights, and hours 


Thy voice, hydropic fancy ! calls aloud 


For coſtly draughts, inundant bowls of joy, 
Rivers of rich regalement! ſeas of bliſs ! 
Seas without ſhore ! infinity of ſweets! 
And yet, unleſs fage reaſon join her hand 
In pleaſure's purchaſe, pleaſure is unſure : 
And yet, wile ceconomy's conſent 
Legitimate expence, ſome graceleſs mark, 
Some ſymptom ill-concea'd, ſhall, ſoon or late, 
Burſt like a pimple from the vicious tide 
Of acid blood, proclaiming want's diſeaſe, 
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Slow-loitering in its channel, ſeems to vie 
With Vaca's depth; but ſhould the {edgy pow'r 
Vain-gloxious empty his penurious urn | 
O'er the rough rock, how muſt his fellow ſtreams 
Deride the tinklings of the boaſtive rill ! 

I not aſpire to mark the dubious path 
That leads to wealth, to poets-mark'd in vain ! 
But ere ſelf-flattery ſooth the vivid hreaſt 
With dreams of fortune near ally'd to fame, 
Reflect how few, who charm'd the liſt ning ear 
Of fatrap or of king, her ſmiles enjoy dl 
Conſider well, what meagre alms repaid 
The great Maonian, fire of tuneful ſong, - 
And prototype of all that ſoar d ſublime, 
And left dull cares below; what griefs impell'd 
The modeſt bard of learn d Eurza's reign 
To fell with tears his Mu 114's parent ſtream, 
And mourn aloud the pang * to ride, to run, 
To ſpend, to give, to want, to be undone.” - 


Why ſhou'd I tell of Cowtzr's penfive-muſe 
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Belov'd in vain ? toy axplows is wrythaap) 
Which of your boaſted race might hope reward 
Like loyal Bur TER, when the lib'ral CHARLES, 

| The judge of wit, perus'd the ſprightly page 

Triumphant o'er his foes? Believe not hope, 

The poet's paraſite ; but learn alone 

To ſpare the ſcanty boon the fates decree. 

Poet and rich! tis ſoleciſm extreme! 

'Tis heighten'd contradiction! in his frame, 

In ev'ry nerve and fibre of his ſoul, 

The latent ſeeds and principles of want 

Has nature wove ; and fate confirm'd the clue. 
Nor yet deſpair to ſhun the ruder gripe | 


Of penury; with nice preciſion learn 
A dollar's value. Foremoſt in the page | 
That marks th* expence of each revolving year, 
Place inattention. When the luſt of praiſe, 
Or honor's falſe idea, tempts thy ſoul 

To ſlight frugality, aſſure thine heart 

That danger's near. This periſhable coin 
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Is no vain ore. It is thy liberty, 

It fetters miſers, but it muſt alone | 

Bids thee beware; thy little craft eflay ; 

Nor, pidling with a tea-ſpoon's {lender form, 

See with ſoup-ladles devils gormandize. | 
Economy! thou good old aunt ! whoſe mien 

Furrow'd with age and care the wiſe adore, 

The wits contemn ! reſerving ſtill thy ſtores 

To cheer thy friends at laſt! why with the cit, 

Or bookleſs churl, with each ignoble name, 

Each earthly nature, deign'ſt thou to reſide ? 

And ſhunning all, who by thy favours crown'd 

Might glad the world, to ſeek ſome: vulgar mind, 

lnſpiring pride, and felfiſh ſhapes of ill 7; ® 
Why with the old, infirm, and impotent, 

And childiſh, love to dwell, yet leave the breaſt 

Of youth unwarn'd, unguided, uninform'd? _ 

Of youth, to whom thy money woes 

Were doubly kind ? for ſure to youthful eyes, 


— 
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{How ſhort ſoe'er it prove) the road of liſe 
Appears protracted ; fair on either fide - 
The loves, the graces play, on fortune's child 
Profuſely ſmiling ; well might youth eſſay 
Source of their favor all the live-long day. 
But fate aſſents not. Age alone contracts 
His meagre palm, to clench the tempting bane 
Of all his peace, the glitt ring ſeeds of care 

O that the mule's voice might pierce the car 
Of gen'rous youth! for youth deſerves her ſong. 
Youth is fair virtue's ſeaſon, virtue then 
Requires the pruner's hand; the ſequent ſtage, 
I: barely vegetates;: nor long the ſpace 
Ere robb'd of warmth-its arid trunk diſplay 
Fell winter's total reign. O lovely ſource 
Of gen' rous foibles, youth I when op'ning minds 
Are honeſt as the light, lucid as air, 
As foſt' ring breezes kind, as linnets gay, 
Tender as buds, and laviſh as the ſpring 
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Yet, hapleſs ſtate of man! his carlieſt youth 
Cozens itſelf ; his age defrauds mankind. 

Nor deem it ſtrange that rolling years abrade 

The ſocial bias. Life's extenſive page, 

What does it but unfold repeated proofs 

| Of gold's omnipotence? With patriots, friends, 
Sick'ning beneath-its ray; enervate me, 

And others dead, Whole putrid name/exhales 

A noiſome ſcent, the bulky volume teems. _ 

With kinſmen, brothers, ſons, moiſt'ning the ſhroud, 

Of ſhort duration; ſoon in fortune's beams 

Alert. and wond'ring at the tears they ſhed. 

But who ſhall fave by tame proſaic ſtrain 4 
That glowing breaſt, where wit with youth conſpires 
To ſweeten luxury ? The fearful muſe 
Shall yet proceed, tho' by the fainteſt gleam 
Of hope inſpir'd, to warn the train ſhe loves. 
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| PART THE 3. SECOND, 


: eee when the miſty ſhow'r 
Obſcures the ſun, and ſaddens all the ſky; 
When linnets drop the wing, nor grove nor ſtream 
Invites thee forth, to ſport thy drooping muſe ; 
Seize the dull hour, nor with regret aſſign 
To worldly prudence. She nor nice nor coy 
Accepts the tribute of a joyleſs day : 

She ſmiles well-pleas'd, when wit and mirth recede, 
And not a grace, and not a muſe will hear, 
Then, from majeſtic Max o's aweful ſtrain, 
Or tow'ring Homz, let thine eye deſcend 

To trace, with patient induſtry, the page 

Of income and ex pence. And oh! beware, 
Thuy breaſt, ſelf- flatt ring, place no courtly ſmile, 
No golden promiſe of your faithleſs muſe, | 
Nor latent mine which fortune's hand may ſhew, 
Amid thy ſolid ſtore. The firen's ſong 
Wrecks not the liſt'ning failor, half fo ſure. 
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See by what avenues, what devious paths, 
The foot of want, deteſted, ſteals along, 
And bars each fatal paſs! Some few ſhort hours 
Of punRual care, the refuſe of thy year, 
On frugal ſchemes employ'd, ſhall give the muſe 
To ſing intrepid many a cheerful day. 
But if too ſoon before the tepid gales 
Thy reſolution melt ; and ardent vows - 
In wary hours prefer'd, or die forgot, 
Or ſeem the forc'd effet of hazy ſkies; 
Then, ere ſurprize, by whoſe impetuous rage 
The maſſy fort with which thy gentler breaſt 
I not compare, is won, the ſong proceeds. 
Know too by nature's undiminiſh'd law, 
Throughout her realms obey'd, the various parts 
Of deep creation, atoms, ſyſtems, all ! | 
Attratt and are attracted; nor prevails the law 
Alone in matter; ſoul alike with foul 
Aſpires to join; nor yet in ſouls alone, 
In cach idea it imbibes, is found 


— 
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Tue kind propenſity. ' And when they meet, 
And grow familiar, various tho' their tribe, 
Their tempers various, vow perpetual faith: 


That, ſhou'd the world's disjointed frame once more 


7 To chaos yield the ſway, amid the wreck 
Their union ſhou'd ſurvive; with Roman warmth, 
By facred hoſpitable laws endear'd, 


Shou d each idea recolleſt its friend. 


| | Here then we fix; on this perennial baſe 
Erett thy ſafety, and defy the ſtorm. 
| Let ſoft profuſion's fair idea join 

Her hand with poverty; nor here deſiſt, 
Till, oer the groupe that forms their various train 
Of outward ſhow in laſting leagues combine 
With ſhame thread-bare; the gay vermilion face 
of raſh intemp'rance, be diſcreetly pair'd 
With fallow hunger ; the licentious joy, 
With mean dependence; ev'n the dear delight 
Of ſculpture, paint, intaglios, books, and coins, 
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Thy breaſt, ſagacious prudence ! ſhall conne& 
With filth and beggary 3 nor diſdain to link 
With black inſolvency. Thy foul alarm'd 
Shall ſhun the firen's voice; nor boldly dare 
To bid the ſoft enchantreſs ſhare thy breaſt, 
With ſuch a train of horrid fGiends conjoin'd. 

Nor think, ye ſordid race! ye groveling minds! 
I frame the ſong for you ! for you, the muſe 
Cou'd other rules impart. The friendly ſtrain 
For gentler boſoms plan'd, to yours wou'd prove 
The juice of lurid aconite, exceed , 
Whatever Col enos bore; and in your breaſt” 
Compaſſion, love, and friendſhip all deſtroy ! 

It greatly ſhall avail, if eber thy ſtores "4 
Increaſe apace, by periodic days 
Of annual payment, or thy patron's boon, = 
The lean reward of groſs unbounded praiſe! 
It much avails, to ſeize the preſent hour, 
And, undeliberating, call around | 
Thy hungry creditors; their horrid rage 
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When once appeas'd, the ſmall remaining ſtore 


Shall riſe in weight tenfold, in luſtre riſe, 

As gold improv'd by many a fierce aſſay. . 
Tris thus the frugal huſbandman direfts 
His narrow ſtream, if o'er its wonted banks 
By ſudden rains impell'd, it proudly fwell ; 
His timely hand thro” better tracks conveys 
The quick-decreaſing tide; ere borne along 
Or thro? the wild moraſs, or cultur'd field, 

Or bladed graſs mature, or barren ſands, 

It flow deſtruftive, or it flow in vain! 

But happieſt he who ſanftifies expence 

By preſent pay; who ſubjects not his fame 
To tradeſmen's varlets, nor bequeaths his name, 
His honor'd name, to deck the vulgar page 
Of baſe mechanic, ſordid, unſincere! 

There haply, while thy muſe ſublimely ſoars 
Beyond this earthly ſphere, in heav'n's abodes, 
And dreams of neftar and ambrofial ſweets, 
Thy growing debt ſteals unregarded o'er 
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The punttual record; till nor Pudsus Wl, 
Nor ſage Minzzva's art can aught avail 

To ſooth the ruthleſs dun's deteſted rage. 
Frantic and fell, with many a curſe profane 

He loads the gentle muſe ; then hurls thee down 
To want, remorſe, captivity and ſhame. 

Each public place, the glitt'ring haunts of men, 
With horror fly, Why loiter near thy bane?— 
Why fondly linger on a hoſtile ſhore 
Diſarm'd, defenceleſs ? why require to tread 
The precipice? or why, alas | to breathe 
A moment's ſpace, where ev'ry breeze is death ? 
Death to thy future peace! Away, collect 
Thy diſſipated mind; contract thy train 
Of wild ideas, o'er the flow'ry fields 
Of ſhow diffus'd, and ſpeed to ſafer climes. , 
Economy preſents her glaſs, accept 
The faithful mirror; powerful to diſcloſe 
A thouſand forms; unſeen by carelels eyes, 
That plot thy fate, Temptation in a robe 
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Of Tyrian dye, with every fweet perfum'd, 

Beſets thy ſenſe ; extortion follows cloſe 
Her wanton ſtep, and ruin brings the rear. 
Theſe and the reſt ſhall her myſterious. glaſs 
Embody to thy view; like Vz nvs kind, 
When to her lab'ring ſon, the vengeful pow'rs 
That urg'd the fall of ILT, ſhe diſplay'd. 
He, not imprudent, at the fight declin'd 
Th' unequal conflict, and decreed to xaiſe 
The Trojan welfare on ſome happier ſhore. 
For here to drain thy ſwelling purſe await 
A thouſand arts, a thouſand frauds attend: 


© The cloud-wrought canes, the gorgeous ſnuff-boxes: 


The twinkling jewels, and the gold etwee, 
With all its bright inhabitants, ſhall waſte 

Its melting ſtores, and in the dreary vod 
Leave not a doit behind.” Ere yet exhauſt 

Its flimſy folds offend thy penſive eye, 
Away ! emboſom'd deep in diſtant ſhades, 

Nor ſeen nor ſeeing, thou may*ft vent thy ſcorn 
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Of lace, embroidery, purple, gems, and gold!. 
There of the fapded ſop and eſſenc d beau. 
Thy manly ſcorn, averſe to tinſel pomp;: 
And fluent thine harangue. But can thy ſoul 
Deny thy limbs the radiant grace of dreſs, 
Where dreſs is merit ! where thy graver friend 
Shall wiſh thee burniſh'd! where the ſprighly fair 
Demand embelliſhment! ev'n Dzua's eye, 
As in a garden, roves, of hues alone 1 
Inquirent, curious? Fly the curſt domain; 
Theſe are the realms of luxury and ſhow, - 
No claſſic ſoil ; away the blooming ſpring | 
Attrats thee hence ; the waning autemm warns 3 0 
Fly to thy native ſhades, and dreadev'n there, 
Leſt buſy fancy tempt thy narrow ſtate | 
Beyond its bounds, "Obſerve FLozzL10's mien. 
Why treads my friend with melancholy ſtep 
That beauteous lawn? erat 
Vor. II. ee £1201] 5 Gro i”; 
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O'er ſtatues, grottos, urns by critic art 
Proportion d fair ? or from his lofty dome 
Bright glitt · ring through the grove, returns his eye 
Unpleas'd, diſconſolate ? And is it love, 
Diſaſtrous love; that robs the finiſh'd ſcenes 

Of all their beauty? cent'ring all in her 

His ſoul adores ? or from a blacker cauſe 

Springs this remorſeful gloom P is conſcious guilt 
The latent ſource of more than love's/deſpair ? 

It cannot be within that poliſh'd-breaſt - 


Where ſcience dwells, that guilt ſhould harbour there. 


No! *tis the, ſad ſurvey of preſent want, 

And paſt profuſion! Loſt to him the ſweets ") 
Of yon pavilion, fraught with ev'ry charm 
For other eyes; or, if remaining, proofs 
Of criminal expence ! Sweet interchange | 
Of river, valley, mountain, woods and plains ! 
How gladſome once he rang'd your native turf, 
Your ſimple ſcenes, how raptur'd ! ere expence 

Had laviſh'd thouſand ornaments, and taught 


Sur) 
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Convenience to perplex him, art to pal. 


Pomp to dejeft, and beauty to diſpleaſe- 
Oh ! for a ſoul to all the glare of wealtn 
To fortune's wide exhiauſtles treaſury, ß 


Nobly ſuperior I but let caution guide 
The coy diſpoſal of the wealth we ſcorn, 
And prudence be our Almoner! Alas! ws 
The pilgrim wand'ring o'er ſome diſtant clime, 
Sworn foe of avarice ! not diſdains to learn | 
Its coin's imputed worth; the deſtin'd means 
To ſmooth his paſſage to the favor d ſhrine. £5 oy 
Ah let not us, who tread this ſtranger- word,. 4, 
Let none who ſojourn on the realms of life, _ 5 
Forget the land is mere nary; nor waſte 
His fare, ere landed on no venal ſhore. 
Let never bard conſult PaLLapio? s rules; 
Let never bard, OBuntincron! ſurvey 
Thy learned art, in Cater 1616's Hawn ifplayts: | 
Dang'rous incentive ! nor with ling ring eye 
Survey the window Vnvren calls her ο .. 
22 


* 
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To fing a requiem' to that gentle foul 

Who plan'd the ſky-light ; which to laviſh bards 
- Conveys alone the pure etherial ray: 

For garrets him, and ſqualid walls await, 

Unleſs, preſageful, from this friendly ſtrain, 

He glean advice, and ſhun the ſcribbler's doom. 
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PART THE THIRD.. 


Y er once again, and to thy doubtful fate 

The trembling muſe configns thee, THE CEN, 

Or want's empoiſon'd arrow, ridicule, 

Transfix thy weak unguarded breaſt, behold! 

The poet's roofs, the careleſs poet's, his | 

Who ſcorns advice, ſhall cloſe my ſerious lay. 
When GuLiives, now great, now little deem'd, 

The play-thing f compariſon, arriv'd | | 

Where learned boſoms their aerial ſchemes 

Projefted, ſtudious of the public weal; 

'Mid theſe, one ſubtler artiſt he deſcry'd, 
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Who cheriſh'd in his duſty tenement |  ' © 
The ſpider's web, injurious, to ſupplaunt 
Fair ALB10N's fleeces| Never, never may | 

Our monarch on ſuch fatal purpoſe ſmile, 

And irritate Mingzva's beggar'd ſoris 

The Ms 1xs3nan weavers! Here in ev'ry nook | 
Their wefts they ſpun ; here revell'd uncontroul'd, 
And, like the flags from WzsTMiNnSTBR's high roof 
Dependant, here their fluttering textures wav'd. 
Such, ſo adorn'd, the cell I mean to ſing ! 
Cell ever ſqualid ! where the ſneerful maid 

Will not fatigue her hand! broom never comes, 
That comes to all o'er whoſe quieſcent walls 
AnAchxz's unmoleſted care has drawn 

Curtains ſubfuſk, and fave-th' expence of art. 
Where wand'ring ſnails in many a ſlimy path, 
Free, unreſtrain'd, their various journeys crawl 
Peregrinations ſtrange, and labyrinths 
Confus d inextricable! ſuch the clue - 
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Of Cretan Az1apne ne'er explaind! 

Hooks! angles! crooks ! and involutions wild ! 

Mean time, thus filver'd with meanders gay, 

In mimic pride the ſnail-wrought tiſſue ſhines, 

Perchance of tabby, or of harrateen, 

Not ill expreſſive ! ſuch the pow'r of ſnails. 
Behold his chair, whoſe fraftur'd ſeat infirm 

An aged cuſhion hides! replete with duſt 

The foliag'd velvet; pleaſing to the eye 

Of great ELIZA's reign, but now the ſnare 

Of weary gueſt that on the ſpecious bed 

| Sits down confiding. Ah! diſaſtrous wight! 

In evil hour and raſhly doſt thou truſt 

The fraudful couch ! for tho? in velvet cas'd, 

The fated thigh ſhall kiks the duſty floor. 

The trav ler thus, that o'er Hibernian plains 

Hath ſhap'd his way; on beds profuſe of flow'rs 

Cowllip, or primroſe, or the circ'lar eye 

Of daiſy fair, decrees to baſk ſupine. 

And fee! delighted, down he drops, ſecure 


Ot 
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Of ſweet refreſhment, eaſe without annoy, 
Or luſcious noon-day nap.” Ah much deceiv'd, | 
Much ſuff ring pilgrim ! thou nor noon-day nap, © 
Nor ſweet” repoſe ſhalt find; the falſe moraſs | 
In quiv'ring undulations yields beneath 


Thy burden, in the miry gulph enclos'd! A A 


And who would truſt appearance p caſt thine eye 
Where mid machines of het'rogeneous form 
His coat depends; alas ! his only coat, 
Eldeſt of things ! and napleſs, as an heath 
Of ſmall extent by fleecy myriads graz'd. 
Not diffrent have I ſeen in dreary vault 
Diſplay'd, a coffin; on each fable fide. 4 
Fraudful, when touch'd it glides to duſt away! 
And leaves the wond'ring ſwain to gape, to ſtare, 
And with expreſſive ſhrug, and piteous ſigh,  - 
Declare the fatal force of . | 
Or dire extent of frail mortality. 


This aged veſture, ſcorn of gazing beaun, 
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And formal cits, (themſelves too haply ſcorn'd) 
Both on its ſleæve and on its ſkirt, retains. .. - - 
Full many a pin wide-ſpatkling 3 for, if e'er. 
Tho? wrapt in thought, commercing with the ſky, 
He, gently ſtooping, ſcorn'd not to upraiſe, 
And on each ſleeve, as conſcious of their uſe, 
Indenting fix them; nor, when arm'd-with theſe, 
The cure of rents and ſeparations dire, 
And chaſms enormous, did he view-diſmay'd 
Hedge, bramble, thicket, buſh, portending fate 
To breeches, coat and: hoſe ! had any wight 
Of vulgar ſkill, -the tender texture own'd ; 

But gave his mind to form a ſonnet quaint 

Of S11via's ſhoe-{tring, or of CLox's fan, 
Or ſweetly-faſhion'd tip of Cz114's ear. 
Alas! by frequent uſe decays the force 

Of mortal art! the refractory robe 
Eludes the taylor's art, eludes his own ; 

How potent once, in union quaint conjoin'd ! 
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See near his bed (his bed too falſely call'd 
The place of reſt, while it a bard ſuſtains 3 - 
Pale, meagre, muſe-rid:wight who reads in vain 
Narcotic volumes oer) his;candleſtick, 
Radiant machine, when from the plaſtic hand 
Of Murcia, the may'r of BIIMINc HAU, 
The engine iſſu'd; now alas diſguisd | 
By many an unctuous tide,” that wand'ring down 
Its ſides congeal; What he, perhaps, eſſays 
With humour forc'd, and ill-diſſembled ſmile, 
lcdly to liken to the poplar's trunk 
When oer its bark the lucid amber, wound 
In many a pleaſing fold, incruſts the tree. 
Or ſuits him more the winter's candy'd thorn, 
When from each branch, anneal'd, the works of froſt - 
Pervaſive, radiant-icicles depend! 

How ſhall I ſing the various ill that waits 
The careful ſonneteer ? or who can paint 
The ſhifts enormous, that in vain he forms 
To patch his paneleſs window ; to cement 


* 
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His batter d tea-pot, ill-retentive vaſe : 


To war with ruin ? anxious to conceal I A081 
Want's fell appearance, of the real il! 

Nor foe, nor fearful. Ruin unforeſeen 
| Invades hiv chatiels z ruin will invade 3 ;: 


Will claim his whole invention to repair, 


Nor, of the gift, for tuneful ends deſfign'd, 
Allow:one part to decorate his ſong. 
While ridicule, with ever-pointing hand 
Conſcious of ev'ry ſhift, of ev'ry ſhift - 
Indicative, his inmoſt plot betrays, 

Points to the nook, which he his ſtudy calls 
Pompous and vain! for thus he might eſteem 
His cheſt, a wardrobe ; purſe, a treaſury; / 

And ſhews, to crown her full diſplay, himſelf. 

One whom the pow'rs above, in place of health, 
And wonted vigour; of paternal cot, 
Or little farm; of bag, or ſcrip, or ſtaff, 

Cup, diſh, ſpoon, plate, or worldly utenſil, 

A poet fram d; yet fram'd not to repine, - 


MORAL PIECES, 295 

And wiſh the cobler's loftieſt ſite hivown ; - | 
Nor, partial as they ſeem; upbraid-the fates, - 
Who to the humbler mechaniſm, join; d 
Goods fo ſuperior, ſuch exalted; bliſs ! | 1 

See with what ſeeming eaſe, what labour'd peace 
He, hapleſs hypocrite! refines his nail, 
| His chief amuſement ! then how feign'd, how-forc'd, 

That care-defying ſonnet, which implies | .. 

His debts diſcharg'd, and he of half a crown | 
In full poſſeſſion, unconteſted right | 
And property] Yet ahl whoe'er this wight 
Admiring view, -if ſuch there be, diſtruſt 
The vain pretence ; the ſmiles that harbour grief, 
As lurks the ſerpent deep in flow'rs enwreath'd. 
Forewarn'd, be frugal ; or with prudent rage 
Thy pen demoliſh ; chuſe the truſtier flail, 
And bleſs thoſe labours which the choice inſpir'd. 
But if thou view'ſt a vulgar mind, a wight 
Of common ſenſe, who ſeeks no brighter name, 
Him envy, him admire, him, from thy breaſt, 
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Preſcient of future dignities, Düne 
Sheriff, or may'r, in comfortable furs is is! 
Enwrapt, ſecure: nor yet the laureat's crown. 
In thought exclude him! He perchance ſhall riſe 
| To nobler heights than foreſight can deere. 
When fir'd with wrath, for his intrigues diſplay'd 
In many an idle ſong, Saturnian Jovs 
Vow'd ſure deſtruftion to the tuneful race; 
Appeas'd by ſuppliant Puazvs, © Bards, he ſaid, 
Henceforth of plenty, wealth, and pomp debar'd, 
But fed by frugal cares, might wear the bay 
Secure of thunder,” —Low the Delian bow'd. 
Nor at th' invidious favor dard repine. 


THE RUINED ABBY; 
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THE EFFECTS OF SUPERSTITION. 
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Her lawful throne, and to the facred haunts 
Of wood or fount the frighted muſe returns.” 
Happy the bard, who, from his native hills, 
Soft muſing on a ſummer's eve, furveys © 
His azure ſtream, with penſile woods enclos'd ! | 
Or o'er the glaſſy ſurface, with his friend. 
Or faithful fair, thro' bord'ring willows green 
Wafts his ſmall frigate. Fearleſs he of ſhouts, | 
Or taunts, the rhetoric of the wat'ry crew 
That ape confuſion from the realms they rule ! 
Fearleſs of theſe ; who ſhares the gentler voice | 
Of peace and muſic ; birds of ſweeteſt ſong 
Attune from native boughs their various lay, 
And cheer the foreſt ; birds of brighter plume 
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With buſy pinion ſkim the glitt'ring wave, 
And tempt the fun ; ambitious to diſplay 

Their ſeveral merit, while the vocal flute, 

Or number d verſe, by female voice endear d, 

Crowns his delight, and mollifies the ſcene. 

| If ſolitude his wand ' ring ſteps invite 
To ſome more deep recels, (for hours there are, 
When gay, when ſocial minds to friendſhip's Voice, 
Or beauty's charm, her wild abodes prefer) 
How pleas'd he treads her venerable ſhades, 
Her ſolemn. courts ! the center of the grove !_ 
The root- built cave, by far extended rocks 
Around emboſom - d, how it ſooths the ſoul l. 
If ſcoop'd at firſt by ſuperſtitious hands 
The rugged cell receiv'd alone the ſhoals 
Of bigot minds, religion dwells not here, 
Yet virtue pleas'd, at intervals, retires 2 


Vet here may wiſdom, as ſhe walks the maze, 
Some ſerious truths collect, the rules of life, 
And ſerious truths of mightier weight than gold 
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I aſk not wealth; but let me hoard, with care, 
With frugal cunning, with a niggard's art, 
A few fix'd principles; in early lig, -/-/ 
Ere indolence impede the ſearch, explor d. 
Then like old Latina, when age impairs 
My judgment's eye, when — 
eee eee 20 
Will I not bluſk,to,ſhun the vain debate, 
And this mine anſwer ; “ Thus, 'twas, thus 3 
My mind yet vigorous, and my ſoul entire: 
« Thus will I think, averſe to liſten more 
Jo intricate diſcuſſion, prone to ove, 
* Perhaps my reaſon, may but ill defend * 
My ſettled faith; my mind, with age OY 
Too ſure its own infirmities declare. 
But I am arm'd by caution, ſtudious TY 
« And early; foreſight now the winds may IH 
The tempeſt whiſtle, and the billows roar ; 
* My pinnace rides in port, deſpoil'd and won, 
« Shatter'd by time and ſtorms, . but while 3 3 


— 


. 240 *MORAL PIECES: , 
— 2 7 
« Thy inequal oonflict, and declines the deep, 
ir Sec the-ſttong veſſel fluctuste leſs ſecure.” - 
Thus while he Itrays, a thoufand rural ſcenes 

_ Suggeſt inſtruction, and inſtructing pleaſe. 

And ſee betwixt the grove's extended arms - 
An abby's rude remains attract thy view, 
Gilt by the mid-day ſun: with ling' ring ſtep 
| Produce thine axe, (for, aiming to deſtroy 
Tree, branch, or ſhade, for never ſhall thy breaſt 

Remove th* obſtruſtive bough ; nor yet refuſe, 
Tho! ſighing, to deſtroy that fav'ritg pine, 
Rais'd by thine hand, in its luxuriant prime 
Of beauty Fair; "that ſcreens the vaſt remains, 
Aggriev'd, but conſtant as the Roman fire, | 
The rigid Max Libs, when his conqu'ring ſon 
Bled by a parent's' voice ;"the cruel meed 
Of virtuousardor, timeleſsly diſplay d; 

Nor ceaſe till, thro! the gloomy road, the pile 

Cleam unobſtructed; thitber oft thine eye 
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Shall fweetly wander; thence returningy/ footh:. /'// 


With penſive ſcenes thy philoſophic mind. 
Theſe were thy haunts, thy opulent abodes, > 


* 


1 


O ſuperſtition ! hence the dire diſca ese va. 


(Balanc'd with which the fam'd Athenian peſt - 
Were a ſhort head ach, were the trivil pain 

Of tranſient indigeſtion) ſeiz d mank ind.. 
Warm'd 6ur chill air, unloaded with the threats 
Of tyrant Rove ; but futile all, till e: 
Rour's abler legate, magnify'd their pow'r, 


Of Britiſh annals ? if a foe expir'd,* + 50 30 
The perjur'd monk ſuborn'd infeinal ſhricks,- -' | 1 
And fiends to match at the departing ou 
With hellidr emdlations+Ifa Ping bo 
High o'er his roof” exultant'angels tuns 
Their golden lyres, and waft him to the lege 
Vox. II. 3 Ol a 
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The fovereign's-juſt; the ſubjeR's loyal pct. 
To cheriſh'mutual good, annull d and van, 
By Roman magic, grew un idle ſcrol! 

Ere the frail ſanction of the wax was cold. 
Wick thee, » PLantaczxzr; from civil broils 
Then Brexzr roſe, and impotent of mind, 
From regal courts with lawleſs fury march'd 
The church's blood-ſain'd convicts, and forgave ; 


Bid murd'rous prieſts the ſov'reign frown contemn, | 
And with unhallow'd croſier bruis'd the crown. | 
| 


Yet yielded not ſupinely tame a prince 
Of Henazr's virtues; learn'd, courageous, wile, 
Firm and ereRt the peeviſh prieſt exil'd, 

And brav'd the fury of revengeful Roux. 
The penſive gloom-which ſuperſtition loves, 


* HMR II. 
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And fee him, dwindled to 2 tecrequt/ groom, 91 
Was“ Coxpa-ns-iion bleſt with whiter days 7 
Here the cod zealots with united eries 
Urg'd the cruſade ; and ſee, of half his ſtores 
Deſpoil'd the wretch, whoſe wiſer boſom choſe 
To bleſs his friends, his race, his native land. 
Of ten fair ſuns that roll'd their annual race, 
Not one beheld him on his vacant thrones | 
While haughty + Loncenaur, mid his liv'ry'd files 
Of wanton vaſlals; ſpoil'd his faithful realm 
Battling in foreign fields; collecting wide 
A laurel harveſt for a pillag'd land,” 02a 
Oh dear-bought trophies! when a prince deſerts - 
His drooping realm, to pluck the barren ſprays }-  — * 
When faithleſs Jour uſurp'd"the ſully d crown, 
What ample tyranny ! the groaning land nk ff 
Deem'd earth, Wmf 
Our helpleſs fathers in deſpair obey d Toy 
*Ricuany l. + Blikop ef El v, Lord Chantelle. 
R 2 
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The papal interdict ; and who obe yd). 
The ſovereign plunder d. O inglorious dt: 
When the French tyrant by the futile grant 1 
Of papal reſeript, 'claim'd Barrinxia's throne, = 
Or benos horgot or not recall'd in vain l 
Scarce had the tortur'd ear dejecied heard 
Ron loud anathema, but heartleſs, dead | 
To ev'ry purpoſe, men nor wiſh'd to live, 
Heard the dire curſe, and from his trembling hand 
Fell the negleGed crook that rul'd the plain. 
Thence journeying home; in ev ry cloud he ſces if © 
A vengeful angel, in whoſe waving ſcroll ' | 


| 
He reatls damnation'; fecs its fable train gala 
Of. grim atiendants pencil d by deſpair ! | * 
By painful ſteps arriv d; his home, his friends, ) 
His offpring left, to laviſh on the ſhrine i * 


« 
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Inverts his footſtep.3 fickens at the ſight Hen flu 
Of the barr'd fane, and ſilent ſheds his tear. _ g 
n 5 
OD Deine Of 
earthly bliſs, ſtill as it a | WW HE ſh 
= Peng now. mourn'd his refuge loſt 201 L 
= nie Roan fane was harr d. 
i 4 ; off 
And the lone altar, where the mourners throng'd : 
To ſupplicate remiſſion, 3 1:0 . | . , 
Ww | uproſe. ee 
Some he ogy nd _ ee 
Thro' ev'ry ſtage of 2 | ee 
Now Wa en. 1996s 
The laſt loud clarion W 10 
With — g 
That their diſhonour'd. corſe, e verge 
Of hallow'd earth, cnn; 
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Pg 


/ ING 
Muſt fleep with brutes their vaſſals; on the field; 


Unneath ſome path, in marle unexorciſed ! wa dri 1 

No ſolemn bell extort a neighbour's tear 

No tongue of prieſt pronounce their ſoul'ſecure ! | 

Nor fondeſt friend aſſure thei#peace obtain's! 
The prieſt I alas ſo boundleſs was the ill! © 


He, like the flock he pillag'd, pin'd feflem; 


And his big ptunch, diſtended with the ſpoils | 
Of half his flock, emaciate, groan'd beneath 


Superior pride, and mightier luſt of pow'r ! 


'Twas now Rouz's fondeſt friend, whoſe meagre hand 
Told to the midnight lamp his holy beads 


As his gull'd ſoul rever'd the conclave more. 

| Whom did the ruin ſpare P for wealth, for pow'r, 
Birth, honor, virtue, enemy, and friend, 
Sunk helpleſs in the dreary gulph involv'd 

And one capricious curſe envelop'd all! M 
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Were kings ſecure? in tow'ritig ſtations born. 
In flatt'ry nur d, -inur'd to ſcorn mankind. 
Or view diminiſh'd from their fite ſuh lime: 
As when a ſhepherd, from the loſty bro & 
Of ſome proud cliff, ſurveys his leſi ning flock | 
In ſnowy groups diffuſive, ſcud the val. 

Awhile the furious menace-Joun return d. 
And breath'd defiance loud. Alas! too ſoon +. 
Allegiance fick'ning faw its ſov'reign . 8 
An angry prey to ſcruples not his own.: - al T 
The loyal ſoldier, eee ee 
ho le ben eue dss bs booming yan, $; 
And ſeiz d the fauchion, reſolute to guard 
His ſov'reign's right, impalſy d at the ne n, 
Finds the firm bias of his ſoul rever l! 
2 1 "+ q 
And quits fame's noble harveſt, to expire A 
The death of monks, . 


At eee e al 
Drain'd from his land its finall remaining-ſtores '-/ .-'] 
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To buy remiſfion;/ But could theſe obtain ? ? 
No! reſolute inwrongs the prieſt obdur'd; / | 
Till crawling baſe to'Rows's deputed/flaves » 
Mean monarch! lighted, brav'd, abhor'd before! 
The wily pomtiffſcorns not to call! 
Admit repentant multitudes,” prepare 
To buy deceit ;- admit obſequious tribe 

Of ſatraps . princes l crawling to the ſhrine ' +  ' 
Dazzling with gems and gold, or in a cloud 
Of incenſe wwreath'd, /amidſt a drooping land 
That figh'd for bread ?-/Tis thus the Indian clove 
Diſplays its verdant leaf, its crimſon flow'r, . 
And ſheds its 6dours4 while the flocks around == 
In vajn!' nor plant nor herb endears the ſoil; 
Duin · d and exhauſt to fivell/its thirſty pores, | 
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And furniſh luxury Vet, yet in vin Sd, Ao 1914 
Bzxrtanniairovey/ and whethet artful Roms 

| Careſs d or curs'd her, ſuperſtition rag cg 

At length ſome murd'rous monk, with pois'nous att 
Expell d the life his brethren robb'd of peace. 21 J 

Nor yet ſurcead'with Joun's diſaſtrous s 
Pontific fury! Engliſh wealth exhauſt - // 
The ſequent reign ® beheld he beggar hore 
Grim with Italian uſurers ; prepard e 
To lend, for griping unexampled hire, in 402 livt of 
To lend—what Rome might pillage uncontroul'd; * 

For now with more extevifive huvock gl! 
Relentleſ Gaze'ry, with's thouknd arty} ©: 

And each rapacious, born to drain” the world. 
Nor ſhall the muſe repeat, "how oft he ble, 
The croiſe's trumpet; then for ſums of gold Eero 
Annull ' d the vow; and Bade the falls alm 

Swell the groſs horde of Hzwxrvy or his t. 

„ Henry III. who cancelbd the Magna Charta. 
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The beſt of charters I dar d abſol ve the te 
Of Britiſh kings by legal buch beſtrain d. 
Nor can ſhe dwell on argoſies of (gold | 
From Ars ion's realm to ſervile ſhores corivey'd, 
'Wrung from ber ſons, and ſpeeded by her kings! |. 
Oh irkſome days! when wicked thrones combine 
With papal craft, to gull their native land! 
Such was, our fate, while Rome's director taught 
Of ſubjefts, born to be their monarch's prey, 
To toil for monks, for gluttony to toil, _ 
For vacant gluttony ; extortion, fraud, 
For av' rice, envy, pride, revenge, and ſhame ! 
O doftrine breath d from Stygian caves! exhal'd 
From inmoſt Exzaus I- Such HZNAX's reign! 
Urging his loyal realm's reluctant hann 
To wield the peaceful ſword, by Joan erewhile 
Forc'd from its ſcabbard'; and with burniſh'd lance 
Eſſay the ſavage cure, domeſtic war ! 
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And now ſome nobler ſpirits chas'd the' mit 
Of general darkneſs. Gnosray now dende 
The mitred wreath he wore, with rende Rd 
Stagg'ring delufion's frauds; at length beneatn 
Roue's interdit expiring calm, reſign ed 
No vulgar ſoul, that dard to Heav'n appeal + + 7 


But ah this fertile glebe, this fair domain 


Had well nigh ceded to the flothful hand 


Of monks libidinous; ere ED wan‘ care + 2 
The laviſh hand of death-bed fear reſtrain'd;  - 


Yet was lis Clear of ſuperſtition's taint ? W Aber V 


He too, miſdeemful of his wholeſome law, 
Ev'n he, expiring, gave his treafur'd gole 
To fatten monks on Sa1z's diſtant foil! + + 7 
Yes, the third Evwan 's breaſt, to papal ſway | 
| Cou'd ſuperſtition quell ! before the towers 
Of haggard'Pa x13, at the thunder's voice 
8 — nd figns ignoble pee dt b 


* Biſhop of Linens, called Malleus n 


| 


1 ; - 
But Nil the night by Romiſh art diſſus d. 
Wenz by ſoft Bounbz Aus brager queen approv'd, . 
Bold Wicxz IEE roſe; and while the bigot por 
The demdm vanjſh'd as he ſpread the day. uur 
So from his boſom Caeus breath d of old 
The pitchy cloud and in a night of ſmoke , 
Secure awhile bis recreant life ſuſtaind: 1 15 
Till fam'd Arc 1pz5,. Oer his ſubtleſt wiles 
Victorious, cheer'd the ravag d nations round, 
Hail, honord WiexTIT r I enterprizing ſage! 
An Epieurus in the cauſe of truth! 
For tis not fadiant ſuns, the jovial hours 
Nor all the verdure of Caurania's vales . 
Can chaſe religious gloom! 'Tis reaſon, tough, 5 
The light, the radiance that pervades the foul. . 
And ſheds eee 
As yet this Pare 6 78 Le and n 
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Error prevail'$y while kings by-forevuphaie'd + « 
Let looſe the — — u , 
And ſeck afletion'by the'ditadful bon A 
Of licens'd murder. An the n 
The moſt extended breaſt, the royal Hall! 
All unrelenting heard the Lollards' ern 
Burſt from the center of remorſeleſs ſlames ;: 
Their fkricks endvir'd !- O ſtain to martial praiſe! 
When Connan, gen raus as the noble peer 
That wears his honors, paid the fatal price 
Of virtue bloomitig, ere the ſtorms were lad! 
Twas thus, alternate, truth preciriqus flane 
Decay d or floutiſh'd.' - With malignant eye 
The pontiff ſauw BAITANNIA“s golden fleece, 
Once all his own, inveſt her worthier ſons! ?! 14 
Her verdant valleys, and her fertile plain, v0 gU K 
Ydlow with grain, abhjure his hateful fwayt i! 
Eſſay d his ut hoſt art, and inly od! (0.1 
No labours.bore proportion to the prize. crit HoT 
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So when the tempter view'd, with envious eye, 
The firſt fair pattern of the female frame, 
All nature's beauties in one form diſplay d, 
And cent'ring there, in wild amaze he ſtood 3 
Then only envying heav'n's creative hand: 
With d to his gloomy reign/ his envious arts | 
Might win this prize, and doubled ev'ry ſnare. 
And vain were reaſon, courage, learning, all 

Till pow'r accede: till Tupon's wild-caprice 
Smile on their cauſe; Tub on, whoſe tyrant reign 
With mental freedom crown'd, the beſt of kings 
Might envious view, and ill prefer their own! 
Then WoLszy'roſe, by nature form'd to ſeck 
Ambition's trophies, by addreſs to win, 
By temper to-enjoy—whoſe humbler birth 
Taught the gay ſcenes of pomp to dazzle more. 

T Then from it's tow'ring height with horrid ſound 

Ruſh'd the proud abby;/\/Then the vaulted roofs, 
Torn from their walls, \diſclos'd the wanton ſcene 
Of monkiſh chaſtity ! Each angry friar 
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Crawl'd. from his bedded ſtrumpet,  mutt'ring lo 


An ineffectual curſe. The pervious ook 


That, ages paſt,, convey'd the guileful prieſt 

To play ſome image on the gaping crowd, 

Imbibe the novel day · light; and expoſe 

Obvious, the fraudful engin'ry of Rona. 

As tho” this op'ning earth to nether realms 

Shou'd flaſh meridian day, the hooded race 

Shudder abaſh'd to find their cheats diſplay de 

And conſcious of their guilt, and plead to wave / 

Its fearful meed, refign'd their fair domain. 
Nor yet ſupine, nor void of rage; retir'd- | 

The peſt gigantic; whoſe revengeful ltrle 

Ting'd the red annals of Max's reign. bs $428 

Cou'd baniſh mercy and implant a Bend. 

When cruelty the fun'ral pyre uprear'd; 

And bound religion there, and fir'd the baſe! 

When the ſame blaze, which on each tortur'd limb 

Fed with laxuriant-rage, in ev'ry face 


A 
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— and ſmiling hope. 
O bleſt EI IEA from thy piercing beam 
Forth flew this hated gend, the child of Rous ; 
Priv'n to the verge of Al Bo, linger'd there, 
Then with ber Jans receding, caſt behind. 
Henceſorch they ply'd the long-continued taſk = 
Of righteous havoc, cov ring diſtant fields 
With the wrought remnants of the ſhatter'd pile. 
While thro! the land the muſing pilgrim ſees 
Appears a mouldering wall, with ivy crown'd; 
Or gothic turret, pride of ancient days! 
Now but of uſe to grace a rural ſcene; ' 1 
To bound our viſtas, and to glad the us 
Of Gros reign, reſerv d for fairer times! 


: 
enen 
i 4 v1 
1 
. 2 
C 191 ; s 4 7 aalen 


MORAL PIECES, 257 


LOVE AN D HONOR. 


tot war Min tbe. dds tire 2 
Nec pulcher Ganges, atque auro turbidus Hæmus, 
| Laudibus Angligentim certent ; non Bactra, nec Ind:, 


Totaque turriferis Panchaia pinguis arents., , _ » 
f IMITATION. A. fine] 
Yet let not Median woods (abundant tract!) 
Nor Ganges fair, nor Hzmus f, miſer-like, 
Proud of his hoarded gold; preſume to vie 
With Britain's boaſt and praiſe; nor Perſian Bactra t, 


Nor India's coaſts, nor all Panchaia's { fands 
Rich, we: Arad. nz vo 


I ES 

Her tawny citron, and her orange-groves, 

Theſe let Inz x14 boaſt ; but if in vain, 

To win the ſtranger plant's diffuſive ſmile, 

The Biro labours,/ yet our native minds, 
3 — 


rr 


t Bactra—the Bactrians, provincials of Perſia. 
b Parickaia—a country of Arabia Felix, fruitful in frankincenſe, 
3 nnen | 
ngs. 
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Our conſtant boſoms, thek, the dazaled world 
May view with envy ; theſe, Iberian dames 
Survey with fixt eſteem and fond deſire, 
Hapleſs Erviza! thy diſaſtrous fate 
May well this truth explain ; nor ill adorn 
The Britiſh lyre; then chiefly, if the muſe, 
Nor vain nor partial, from the ſimple guiſe 
Of ancient record catch the penſive lay ; 
And in leſs groveling accents give to fame. 
ELviza! lovelieſt maid ! th“ Iberian realm 


Could boaſt no purer breaſt, no ſprightlier mind, 


No race more ſplendent, and no form ſo fair. | 
Such was the chance of war, this peerleſs maid, 
In life's luxuriant bloom, enrich'd the ſpoil 
Of Britiſh victors, vi&ry's nobleſt pride 
She, ſhe alone, amid the wailful train 

Of captive maids, aſſign d to Hzenzrv's care; 
Lord. of her life, her fortune, and ber ame 


He, gen'rous youth, with no penurious hand, 


The tedious moments that unjoyous roll 


——— : 259: 

Eſſay'd ta ſoften; conſcious of the pang - 

That beauty feels, to waſte its fleeting hours 

In ſome dim fort, by foreign rule reſtrain d. 

Far from the haunts of men, or eye of day!? 
Sometimes, to cheat her boſom of its cares, 

Her kind protector number'd o'er the toils 

Himſelf had worn: the frowns of angry ſeas, 

Or hoſtile rage, or faithleſs friend, more fel! 

Than ſtorm or foe : if haply ſhe might find Wn 

Her cares diminiſh'd ; fruitleſs, fond eſſay 

Now to her lovely hand, with modeſt awe 

The tender lute he gave; ſhe not averſe, 

Nor deſtitute of {kill, with willing hand 

Call· d forth angelic ſtrains ; the ſacred debt 

Of gratitude, ſhe ſaid; whoſe juſt commands 

Still might her hand with equal pride bey? 
Nor to the melting ſounds the nymph refas'd 

Her vocal art; harmonious, as the ſtrain” © 

Of ſame-impriſon'd/lark, who daily chere 

S 2 
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By guardian cares, repays them with a ſong : | 

Nor droops, nor deems ſweet liberty refign'd. 
The ſong, not artleſs,” had ſhe fram'd to paint 

Diſaſtrous paſſion ; how, by tyrant laws 

Of idiot cuſtom ſway d, ſome ſoft-ey'd fair 

Lov'd only one: nor dar'd that love reveal ! 

How the ſoft anguiſh baniſh'd from her cheek 

The damaſk roſe full-blown ; a fever came ; 

And from her boſom fort d the plaintive tale. 

Then, ſwift as light, he ſought the love-lorn maid, 

But vainly fought her; torn by ſwifter fate 

To join the tenants of the myrtle ſhade, - | - | | 

Love's mournful victims on the plains below. 
Sometimes, as fancy ſpoke the pleaſing taſk, 

She taught her artful needle to difplay = 

The various pride of ſpring : then ſwift upſprung 

Thickets of myrtle, eglantine, and roſe2  - 

There might you ſee, on gentle toils intent, 

A train of buſy loves; ſame pluck the flow'r, 
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Around a vacant warrior caſt the wreath. 
Twas paint, tas life ! and ſure to piercing eyes 
The warrior's face depictur d Hznar's mien. 
Their ancient rights, uninjur'd, unredeem'd, 
Reſtor'd the captives. Forth with rapid haſte 
To glad his fair Ezvrza's ear, he fprung ; 
Fir'd by the bliſs he panted to convey; , 
But fir'd in vain ! Ah! what was his amaze, 
His fond diſtreſs, when o'er her pallid face 
Dejection reign'd, and from her lifeleſs hand | 
Down dropt the myrtle's fair unfiiſh'd flow'r! 
Speechleſs ſhe ſtood; at length with accents faint, 
Well may my native ſhore, ſhe faid, reſound = 
Thy monarch's praiſe; and ere ELviza prove | 
Of thine forgetful, flow'rs ſhall ceaſe to feel 
« The foſt'ring breeze, and nature change her laws !” 

And now the grateful edi& wide alarm'd ' 
The Britiſh hoſt; Around the ſmiling youths 
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Call'd to their native ſcenes, with willing haſte + 
Their fleet unmoor ; impatient of the love 
That weds each boſom to its native foil. . 
The patriot paſſion ! ſtrong in ev'ry clime 
How juſtly theirs, who find no foreign ſweets © 
To diſſipate their loves, or match their α n. 
Not ſo Exvrna! ſhe, diſaſtrous maid, - 
Was doubly captive! pow'r nor chance cou'd looſe 
The ſubtle bands; ſhe lov'd her gen'rous foe. 
| She, where her Hznzy dwelt, her HENRY ſmil'd, 
Cou'd term her-native ſhore; her native ſhore 
By him deſerted, ſome unfriendly ftrand, 
Strange, bleak, forlorn! a deſert waſte and wild. 
The fleet careen'd, the wind propitious fill'd 
The ſwelling fails, the glitt'ring tranſports wav'd 
Their pennants gay, and halcyons' azure wing 
With flight auſpicious ſkim'd the, placid main. 
On ber lone couch in tears Euviza lay, 
And chid th” officious wind, the tempting ſea, - 
And wiſh'd a ſtorm as mercileſs, as ture 
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Her lab'ring boſom, Fondly uo ſhe Iro ps 
To baniſh paſſion; now the vaſſal days, 
The captive moments that ſo ſmoothly paſt, 
By many an art recall'd; now from her lute _ 
With trembling fingers call'd the fav'rite ſounds 
Which HZ MAN deign'd to praiſe ; and now eſſayd 
With mimic chains of ſilken fillets wove 
To paint her captive ſtate; if any fraud 
Might to her love the pleaſing ſcenes prolong, 
And with the dear idea feaſt the ſoul. : 
But now the chief return'd ; prepar d to launch 
On ocean's willing breaſt, and bid adieu 
To his fair pris ner. She, ſoon as ſhe heard' 
His hated errand, now no more conceal d 
The raging flame; but with a ſpreading bluſh, _ 
And riſing ſigh, the latent pang diſelos d. 
“Ves, gen'rous youth ! I ſee thy boſom glow. - 
With virtuous tranſport, that the taſk-is thine 
To ſolve my chains; and to my weeping friends, - 
And every longing relative, reſtore 
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A foft-cy'd maid, a mild offenceleſs prey! 

But know, my ſoldier, never youthful mind, 

Torn from the laviſh joys of wild expence 

By him he loath'd, and in a dungeon bound 

To languiſh out his bloom; could match the pains 

| This ill-ſtar'd freedom gives my tortur'd mind. 

What call 1 freedom P is it that theſe limbs 

From rigid bolts ſecure, may wander far 

From him K love? Ales b e I may boaſt 

That ſacred bleſſing, ſome ſuperior pow'r - 

To mortal kings, to ſublunary thrones, 

Muſt looſe my paſſion, muſt unchain my foul. 

Ev'n that I loath ;; all liberty I loath ! 

But moſt the joylels ptivilage to gane 

With cold indifference, where deſert is love. 
True, I was born an alien to thoſe eyes 

I aſk alone to pleaſe ; my fortune's crime ! 

And ah! this flatter'd form by dreſs endear'd 

To Spaniſh eyes, by dreſs may thine offend, 


MORAL PIECES: 


Whilſt I, ill-fated maid! ordain'd-to ſtrive 


With cuſtom's load, beneath its weight expire. 
Yet Henzv's beauties knew in foreign garb 
To vanquiſh me; his form, howe'er diſguis d, 
To me were fatal! no fantaſtic robe 
That e er caprice invented, cuſtom wor, 
Or folly ſmil'd on,  cou'd eclipſe thy charms. + 
Perhaps by birth decreed, by fortune plac'd 
Thy country's foe, EL.visa's warmeſt plea. 
Seems but the ſubtler accent fraud inſpires ; 
My tendereſt glances, but the ſpecious flow'rs | 
That ſhade the viper while ſhe plots her wound. 
And can the trembling candidate of love 
Awake thy fears ? and can a female breaſt, 
By ties of grateful duty bound, enſnare ? 
Is there no brighter mien, no ſofter ſmile | 
For love to wear, to dark deceit unknown ? 
Heav'n ſearch my ſoul, and if thro' all its cells 
Lurk the pernicious drop of pois'nous guile z 
Full on my fenceleſs head its phial'd wrath 
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May fate exhauſt ; and for my happieſt hour | 
Exalt the vengeance I prepare for thee! 

Ah me! nor Hzxazv's, nor his country's foe, 
On thee I gaz'd, and reaſon ſoon diſpell d 
Dim error's gloom, and to thy favor d iſle 
Aſſignꝰd its total merit, unreſtrain d. 

Oh! loyely region to the candid eye! 

"Twas there my fancy ſaw the virtues dwell, 
The loves, the graces play; and bleſt the ſoil 
That nurtur'd thee ! for ſure the virtues form'd 
Thy gen'rous breaſt ; the loves, the graces plan d 
Thy ſhapely limbs. Relation, birth eſſay'd 
Their partial pow'r in vain : again I gaz'd, - 
And ALz10N's iſle appear'd, amidſt a tract 
Of ſavage waſtes, the darling of the ſkies! 

And thou by nature form'd, by fate aſlign'd 
To paint the genius of thy native ſhore. _ 

'Tis true, with flow'rs, with many a dazzling ſcene 
Of burniſh'd plants, to lure a female eye, 
 InzR1A glows; but ah! the genial ſun, 
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| That gilds'the lemon's fruit, or ſvents the flow,” 

On Spaniſh minds, a nation's nobler boaſt!" 
Beams forth ungentle influences. © There 
Sits jealouſy enthron'd, and at each ray 1700 
Exultant lights his low-conſuming ſires. 

Not ſuch thy charming region ; long beſore 

My ſweet experience taught me to decide 

Of Engliſh worth, the ſound had pleas'd mine ear. 


Stranger to Britiſh worth the worth which forme 


The kindeſt friends; the moſt tremendous foes ; 
Firſt, beſt ſupports of liberty and love! 

No, let Tubjefted Ix 1A, while ſhe throws 
Oer Spaniſh deeds the veil, your praiſe relound. © / | 
Long as I heard, or ere in ſtory read 

Of Engliſh fame, my bias d partial breaſt | 
Wiſh'd them ſucceſ and happieſt ſhe, I ciy'd;* ' ” 
Of women happieſt ſhe, who-ſhares the love, | i»? 
The fame, the virtues of an Engliſh lord,» - 
And now what ſhall I ſay ? bleſt be the hour 
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Your fair-built veſſels touch'd th* Iberian ſhores : 

Bleſt did I ſay the time? 'if I may bleſs 

That lov'd event, let Hzxzv's ſniles declare. 

Our tarts and cities won, will Hzxzv's youth 

Forego its nobler conqueſt 7 will he flight 

The ſoft endearments of the lovelier ſpoil ? 

And yet Iz 14's ſons with every vo 

Were not excell'd ; the ſource of all their pains, 

But ſues to thee, while natives ſigh in vain. 
Perhaps in Hznzv's eye (for vulgar minds 

Diſſent from his) it ſpreads an hateful tain 

On haneſt fame, amid his train to bear 

A female friend. Then learn, my gentle youth! 

Not love himſelf, with all the pointed pains 

From honor's laws. EEVvIIA once deny d 

A conſort's name, more ſwift than lightning flies, 
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When elements diſcotdant ver the Ry, 
Shall bluſhing from the form ſhe loves retire. 
| Yet if the ſpecious wiſh the vulgar voice 
In gems or gold what proud Iberian dane 
Eclipſes me ? Nor paint the dreary ſtorms 
Or hair-breadth {capes that haunt the boundleſs deep, 
And force from tender eyes the filent ter; 
When mem'ry to the penſive maid ſuggeſts 
In full contraſt, the ſaſe domeſtic cee 
For theſe reſign'd.” Beyond the frantic ge 
Of conqu'ring heroes brave, the ſemale mind. 
When ſteel'd by love, in love's moſt horrid wax, 
Beholds not danger, or beholding rns 
Heav'n take my life, but let'it crown my love ? 
She ceas'd, and ere his words ber fate deereed, © © 
Impatient, watch'd the langusze of his eye? 
There pity dwelt, and from its tender ſphere 
Sent looks of love, and faithleſs hopes infpird;- © 
Forgive me, gen'rous maid, the youth teturn'd; * 
If by thy accents charm'd, thus long I bore | 
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To let ſuch ſweetneſs plead, alas! in vain! 

Thy virtue merits more than crowns can yield 
Of ſolid bliſs, or happieſt love beſtow. 

But ere from native ſhores I plough'd the main, 
To one dear maid, by virtue and by charms = 
Alone endear'd, my plighted vows I gave, 

To guard my faith, whatever chance ſhould wait 
My warring {word : if conqueſt, fame and ſpoil 
Grac'd my return, before her feet to pour 

The glitt'ring treaſure, and the laurel wreath ; 
Enjoylag conqueſt then, and fame and ſpoil. | 
If fortune frown'd adverſe ; and death forbade 
The bliſsful union, with my lateſt breath 

To dwell on Mzdwar's and Max1a's name. 
No dangers tore; this vow my boſom fir'd 

To conquer danger, and the ſpoil enjoy. | _ 
Her ſhall I leave, with fair events elate, 


Who crown'd mine humbleſt fortune with her love ? 


Her ſhall I leave, who now perchance alone 
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Shall ſwell her breaſt with extaſies, convexg 

Death to her hopes, and anguiſh to her ſoul? 

No! may the deep my villain-corſe devour, _ 

If all the wealth Iberian mines conceal, | 

If all the charms Iberian maids diſcloſe, - 

If thine, Euviza, thine, uniting all ! 

Thus far prevail - nor can thy virtuous breaſt | 

Demand, what honor, faith, and love denies .. 
* Oh! happy ſhe, rejoin'd the penſive maid, + - 

Who. ſhares thy fame, thy virtue, and thy love l 

And be ſhe happy! thy diſtinguiſh'd choice 

Declares her worth, and vindicates her claim. 

Of rapt'rous days! my guilty ſuit, farewel! 

Yet fond howe'er my plea, or deep the wound. . + | 

That waits my fame, let not the random ſhaft _ 

Of cenſure pierce with me th' Iberian dames: 

They love with caution, and with happier ſtars. s. 
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And ch! by pity mov'd, reſtrain the taunts 

Of levity, nor brand Euvina's flame; racy | 

By merit rais d; by gratitude approv'd ; 

By hope confirm'd ; with artleſs truth reveal'd ; 

Let, let me fay;' but for one matchleſs- maid + 

Of happier birth, with mutual ardor crown'd. 

But mock misfortune,” to thy favorites hand 

With care convey. And well may fuch adorn 

Her cheerful front, who finds in thee alone 

The ſource of every tranſport; but diſgrace | 

My penfive breaſt, — 40 lefiegrant, 

In thee the ſource of ev'ry bliſs reſigqg. 
And now farewel, thou darling 8 the gem 

Of Engliſh merit! peace, content, and joy, 

And tender hopes and young deſires, farewel! 

Attend, ye ſmiling train, this gallant mind 

Back to his native ſhores; there ſweetly ſmooth. 

His ev'ning pillow ; dance around his groves; , 

And, where he treads, with vilets paint his way. Hi 
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But leave Elvin! leave her, now no more 
Of ſome lone cloifer let me ſhroud my ſhame: 
There, to the matin bell, obſequious, pour | 
And wing their flight aloof : but reſt confirm'd 
That never ſhall Etviza'stongue conclude”. -- | 
Her ſhorteſt pray'r ers Hzwav's dear ſuccels) | / 
The warmeſt accent of her zeal employ.” BI 

Thus ſpoke the weeping fair, whole artleſs mind 
[mpartial ſcorn'd to model her eſleemnm 
By native cuſtotms ; dreſs, and face, and ui, | 
And manners leb j hor yet refolv/ in van. I 
Giv'n and receiv'd,"to' ſoſt compaſſion gave” © 
A tender teur; then with that kind aden 
Eſtcem could warratit; weary'd heav'n with pray'rs 
To ſhield that tender breaſt he left forlofrm. 

He ceas'd; and to the cloifter's penfive ſcene © 
ELvika ſhap'd her ſolitary way. 

Vor. II. 'T 
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An net full orely is my heart forlorn, ... 

| To think how modeſt worth neglefed lie; 
Such deeds alone, as pride and pomp diſguiſe ; | 
Deeds of il eee 1 
Lend me thy clarion, goddeſs 1 let me try 

5 To ſound che praiſe of merit, ere it dies; 
nimmer 
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In ey'ry village mark d with little ſpire, © -- 
Embow'r'd in trees, and hardly known to fame, 
A matron old, whom we ſchool-miſtreſs name; 
| Who boaſts unruly brats with birch to tums; 
Aw'd by the pow'r of this relentleſs dame; 
And oft-times, on vagaries/idly bent: 
For unkempt hair, or taſk unconn'd, are ſorely ſhent. 
And all in fight doth riſe a birchen tree, 
Whilom a twig of fmall regard to g 
Tho” now ſo wide its waving branches flow z + 
And work the-fimple vaſſals mickle woe; 
For not a wind might curt the leaves that blew, - 
But their limbs ſhudder'd, and their pulſe beat low ; 
And as they look'd they found heir horror grew, 
And ſhap'd'it into-rods, and tingled at the vier. 
ke Ih. | 
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es may conceive,) | 
A lifeleſs phantotn near a garden plac'd ;/ * 
So dath it wanton birds of peace bereave, 
Of ſport, of ſong, of pleaſure, af repaſt ;- 
They, gun, they flare, pine 09691 =a ca 
May no bold Briton'sriper age cer ule! 
Ne ſuperſtition clog his dance of joy, 
Ne viſion empty, vain, his native bliſs deſtroy. 


Near to this dome is found a patch ſo green, 

On which the tribe their gambols do diſplay ; ' 

And at the door impris'ning board is ſeen, . 

Leſt weakly wights of ſmaller fize ſhould ſtray; 

Eager, perdie, to baſk in ſunny-day!! + 
Do e Hd eser . 

3 Where ſits the dame, diſguis'd in look ad 

And eyes her fairy throng, and turns her wheel around. 
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Emblem right meet of decency does yield. 
Her apron/dy'd-in grain, as blue, I tro-e, 
As is the hart · bell that adorns the field. 
FF 

Tway birchin ſprays; with anxious fear entwin'd, 


Few but have ken'd, in ſemblance meet pourtray'd, 
The childiſh faces of old Eolꝰs ta? 
Liss, N orus, Ausrzx “: theſe in frowns array d, 
How, d would fare or earth, . . 
Were the ſtern god to give his ſlaves the rein? . | 
And were not ſhe rebellious breaſts to.quell, =" 
And were not ſhe her ſtatutes to maintain, 
The cot no more, I ween, e mga 
Where comely peace of mind, and decent order dwell. 
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1 cuſſet ſtole was o'er her ſhoulders town 
A ruſſet kirtle fencid the nipping air; 
Tas ſimple . ruſſet, but 3 2 
'Twas her on country bred the flock fo fair: 
And, ſooth to ſay, her pupils, rang'd around, 
Thro· pious awe, did term it paſſing are; 
And think, no doubt, ſhe been the greateſt wight on 
ground. | | 


Yet theſe ſhe challeng'd, ———— 

Ne would eſteem him at as mought behove, | 

Who mould mot honor'd eld with thels revere : | 
For never title yet ſo mean could prove, 
nn. Eoey Ws” 


] = 3 ” A 
MORAL PIECES: _ 
v . 


One ancient hen ſhe took delight to fed. 
The plodding pattern of the buſy-damez / 
Which, ever and anon, impell'd by. ned, 
- Into her ſchool, begirt with chickens, came; 
Such favor did her paſt deportment claim: 
And, if neglect had laviſh'd on the ground 
Fragment of bread, ſhe would collect the fame: 
For well ſhe knew, and quaintly could expound, 
What ſin it were to waſte the ſmalleſt crumb ſhe 
found. 


| 
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| Herbs too ſhe Knew, and well of esch could ſpeak 
That in her garden ſip d the ſilv xy de 
Where no vain flow r diſclos'd a gaudy' ſtreak ; /. 
But herbs for uſe, and phyſic, not a .f. 
Of grey renown, within thoſe borders gte: 
The tufted baſil, pun-provoking thyme,. | 
Freſh baum, — . — pie 
Tube lowly gill, that never dares to climb; 


And more I fain would ſing, A Dan. 
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And pungent radiſh, biti i ing infant's tongue; * 


And plantain ribb'd, that heals the reaper's wound ; 


And lavender, whoſe ſpikes of arure bloom 
To lurk anidſt the labours of her loom, 


-, 


And here trim roſemarine, that whilom crown'd 


1 of the/provdelipece; 


S 
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Ere, driven from its envy'd fite, it found | 


A facred ſhelter for its branches here ; 


Where edg'd with gold its glitt'ring ſkirts appear. 


Oh waſſel days! O cuſtoms meet and well! 


Ere this was baniſh'd from its lofty ſphere : 


5 a8 
| Here oft the dime; on fabbath's decent ev, 
Hymnted ſuch plalms as STE x nfouD forth did mete, 
If winter twere, ſhe to her bearth did cleave; : 
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But In her nn 50 Fw 
Sweet melody ! to hear her then repeat 
| 42 AERIE r 
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For ſhe was juſt, and friend to virtuous lore, 
And, in thoſe elfins' ears, would oſt deplore 
And finiple faith in iron chains did mourn, 
And lawny ſaints in ſmould'ring flames did burn * 
Ah! deareſt Lord, forefend, thilk days ſhould e'er return: 
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In elbow chair, like that of Scottiſh tens 
By the ſharp tooth of cank'ring eld defac'd, 

In which, when he receives his y_ 11 
The matron ſate; and ſome with rank ſhe aa 
(The fee of children's and of r 
| Redreſo affronts, nrg ene 
And d warn'd them Amme 


Jo thwart the proud, and the ſubmiſs to raiſe; 
—— withiphtnees Sud! of ER 
And other ſome with baleful fprig ſhe frays: 
Ev'n abſent, ſhe the reins of pow'r aach held, 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd ſhe ſways; 
Forewarn'd, if little bird their pranks behold, - 
Twill whiſper in her ear, and all the ſcene unfold. 
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Lo now with ſtate ſhe utters the commande 
Eftſoons the urchins to their taſks repair ;: 
Their books of ſtature ſmall they take . 
Which with pellucid horn ſecured are; 
To ſave from fingers wet the letters far: 
The work ſo gay, that on their back is N 
St. Groncz's high atchievements does declare; | | 
Kens the forth-coming rod, unpleafing fight, b wen 


: N * 4 Ro 


Ah luckleſs he, and born beneath the beam 
Of evil ſtar! | it irks me whilſt I write! 
As exſt the * bard by Mus ſilver — oT 
Oft, as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 
Sigh'd as he ſung, and did in tears indite. - 

For brandiſting the rod, ſhe. doth begin 
To looſe the brogues, — le light 
And down. they drop; Pda 
Fair as the furry coat of whiteſt ermilin. 
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O ruthful ſcene! when from a nook obſcure, 
His little ſiſter doth his peril fee: t I 
She finds ſull ſoon her onted ſpirits fle: 
She meditates a pray 'r to ſet him free: 
(IF gentle pardon could with dames agree) 
| To her ſad grief that ſwells in either eye, 


No longer can ſhe now her ſhrieks command 
And hardly ſhe forbears thro' aweful fear, - 
To ruſhen forth, and, with preſumptuous hand, 

Jo ſtay harſh juſtice in its mid career. | | 
On thee ſhe'calls, on thee her parent dear! 
(An! too remote to ward the ſhameful blow !) 7) 
And ſoon a flood of tears begins to flow ; ö 

And gives a looſe at laſt to unavailing woe. 


5 
Mon Al PIECES: 8 


But ah | what pen his pitcous plight may trace p 

Or what device his loud laments explain? : 

The form uncouth of his diſguiſed e 
The pallid bue that dyes his looks amain 7 

The plenteous ſhow'r that does his check d? 
_ When he, in abjeft wiſe, implores the dame, 


And, thro! the'thatch, his cries each falling uche pro- 


ö Pine tran ia 2097 2: Fl 
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Attend, and conn their taſks with mickle . 
By turns, aſtony'd, ev'ry twig iluryey, "++ HA 
And, from their fellow's hateful wounds, beware; 
Till. fear has taught them a performance meet, 
And to the well-known cheſt the dame repair; 
Whence oft with ſugar'd cates ſhe doth 'em-greet, 
And ginger-bread y- rare; now, certes, doubly ſweet!” | | 


A 
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See to their ſeats they hye with merry glee, 

And in beſeewly order ſitten there; 2 ft 
All but the wight of bum y-galled,* * 
Abhorreth bench and ſtool, and fourm, and chair ; 
(This hand in mouth y-fix'd, that rends his hair ;) 
And eke with ſnubs profound, and heaving breaſt, 
His grievous wrong; his dameꝰs unjuſt beheſt ; 
And ſcorns her offer'd love, and urs to be careſꝭ d. 


| ee, REI pe ſhines, 

His blooming face that ſeems a purple flow r, 

| Md Wd AS AIST? "gh | 
All ſmear'd and ſully'd'by a vernal move. | 

O the hard boſoms of deſpotic pow'r! 

All, all, but ſhe, the author of his ſhame, 

All, all, but ſhe, regret this mournful hour: 

Yet hence the youth, and hence the flow'r, ſhall 

11 1 dee aright, tranſcending worth and fame. 


Mindleſs of food, he, dreary caitiff l pines z: 
Ne for his fellow's joyaunceicareth autzht | / 
But to the wind all merriment reſigns as: 

And deems'it ſhame, if he to peace inclines;' 
And many a ſullen look aſcance is ſent, + : © + 
Which for his dame's annoyance he deſigns 3'- 
And ſtill the more to pleaſure him ſhe's bent, 


Ah mel how much fear leſt pride it be: 
But if that pride it be, which thus inſpires, 
Beware, ye dames, with nice diſcernment ſee, 
Ye quench not too the ſparks of nobler-fires:' - / 
Ah! better far than all the muſes” lyres/ 1 
All coward arts, is valour's gen rous heat; 
The firm ht breaſt which fit and right requires, . 
Like Vsxnon's patriot ſoul; more juſtly great: 
Than craft that pimps for.ill, of flow'ry falſe deceit. 
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Yet nurs'd with ſkill, what dazzling fruits appear! 
Ev'n now ſegacious foreſight points to ſhow | 

A little bench of heedleſs biſhops hee, 
And there a chancellour in embryo, - ö 
As M1LTON, SHAKE8PEAR, names that ne'er ſhall die! 
Tho' now he crawl along the ground ſo low, 
Nor weeting how the muſe ſhou'd ſoar on high, 

Wiſheth, poor ſtarv'ling elf! his paper kite may fly. 


And this perhaps, 'who, cen: ring the deſign, © 
Low lays the houſe which that of cards doth build, 
| | Shall, DNN be! if rigid fates incline,” 

| And many an epic to his ra ge ſhall yield; 4, 
And many a poet quit'th* Aonian' field. 
And, ſour'd by age, profound he ſhall appear, 
As be who now with Idainful fury thrill. d 
Surveys mine work'; and levels many u ſheer, - 
* 
here p * 


— 
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| And now the-grafly cirque han cover'd oder 
With boiſt'rous revel · rout and wild uproar; | 
A thouſand ways in wanton rings they run 
Heav'n ſhield their thort-liv'd paſtimes, I implore ! 
For well may freedom, erſt ſo dearly wn. 


Enjoy, poor imps1 enjoy your ſportive trade, 12 

And chaſe gay flies and cull the faireſt flow'rs;, | 
For when my bones in graſs-green ſods are laid z . . . + 
In knightly caſtles, or in ladies bow. 
O vain. to ſeek delight in earthly thing 

But moſt in courts where proud ambition fow'rs; | 
Deluded wight! who weens fair peace can ſpring 

Beneath the pompous dome of kefar or of king. 
Vor. II. N 
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Theſe rudely carol moſt ĩincondite day; EY Gy 
| Thoſe ſaunt'ring on the green, with jocund leer 


Salute the ſtranger paſſing on his way 
Some builden fragile tenements of clay ; * 


Some to the ſtanding lake their courſes bend, 

| With pebbles ſmooth at duck and drake to play: 
Thilk to the huxter's fav'ry cottage tend, 

In paſtry kings and queens ch allotted mite to ſpend, 


Here, as each ſeaſon yields a different ſtore, 
Each ſeaſon's ſtores in order ranged been ; 
Apples with cabbage-net y-cover'd o'er, 
Galling full ſore th' unmoney'd wight, are en; 
And gooſe-b'rie clad in liv'ry red or green; 
And here of lovely dye, the cath'rine pear, 
Fine pear! as lovely for thy juice, I ween: | 
O may no wight e'er pennyleſs come there, 
Leſt ſmit with ardent love he pine with hopeleſs care ! 
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8 4 
Wich thread ſo White in tempting poſies tyd, 
Scatt' ring like blooming maid their glances wund, 
Wich painper'd look draw little eyes aſide ; 
And muſt be bought, tho? penury betide. 
The plumb all azure and the nut all brown, = 
| And here each ſeaſon, do thoſe cakes abide © 
| Whoſe honor'd names th? inventive city own,” 


Rend'ring thro' Britain's iſle Salopia's praiſes known.® - 


Admir'd Sa Lor iA! that with venial pride | 
Eyes her bright form in Szvean's ambient wave, 
Fam'd for her loyal cares in perils try'd, _ | 

Her daughters lovely, and her ftriplings brave: 


Ah! midft the reſt, may flowers adorn his grave, | 


Whoſe art did firſt theſe dulcet cates diſplay ! 

A motive fair to learning's imps he gave, 

Who cheerleſs o'er her darkling region ſtray ; * . 
'Till reaſon's morn ariſe, and light them nn 
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THE END, 
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